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CHAPTER I. 

HUSBAND AND WIFE. 




0HEN you will not come in town to-day, Dora?" 
"No." 

Dora Tremaine made answer, with an odd, 
arch look. If she meant to pique her husband's curi- 
osity thereby, she hadher reward, though Ralph Tremaine 
was a slow-brained, methodical sort of man not easily 
roused, not easily excited to emotions of any kind. 
" Why, Dora?" 

She laughed at this, a gleeful, provoking laugh, 
charming withal as a set of silver bells, pealing note by 
note. And a gratified, piquant expression danced in 
her dark eyes, which a moment ago looked blue. Now 
you would have declared them black. 
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"As if I were in the habit of coming to confession 
with every thought ! I told you long ago, that I was 
not one of your devotedly silly women, whose chief 
mission in this life is the development of a morbid, 
Blue-Beardish jealousy on the part of mankind! I 
may have twenty things to do to-day." 

As you cannot see the grace with which this was 
uttered, its effect must be half lost. Dora Tremaine 
had so many pretty, changeful, coquettish ways, with- 
out being anything of a coquette. She would have taken 
just as much pains with her dress, if she were coming 
down to lunch on a rainy day, to sit alone by herself at 
the table, as if there had been a guest. Vhen she 
went to the kitchen, she smiled just as sweetly at crab- 
bed Mrs. Maybin, gave her instructions in as silvery a 
tone to the gardener, as if he had been a prince of the 
realm, and used inferiors and all, in that elegant, lady-like 
manner most people keep for holiday attire. There was 
a shade of higher elegance for her guests ; but with all 
the ease and half familiarity, people, from highest to 
lowest, were not long in finding out that she was a 
woman you could not take liberties with. Some central 
point gave her a fine poise. In this revolution there 
was a pleasant geniality ; in the next, if you were hardy 
enough to dare it, a sudden flash of fire. 

Ralph Tremaine smiled first, then grew grave. He 
was a grave looking man generally, not young for 
thirty-five, but probably in the next decade would count 
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no more years upon his face, unless some overwhelming 
trouble came to him. 

She saw the gravity, but she went on sipping her 
rich coffee out of an egg shell of a cup that took on an 
amber tint from the liquid within, glancing furtively at 
him, with an amused light coming and going in her eyes. 

44 You know you have a fatal tendency to jealousy, 
Ralph," she said. 

"Yes." 

His answer was so downright honest that she started. 
If he had thought a moment, he would not have said 
just that, though it was following out his own train of 
reasoning. 

She left her place at the head of the table, and, coming 
round to him, took a vacant chair and drew it up close, 
seating herself. Then, before she had looked at him, 
even, she took a tiny piece of toast that lay on the edge 
of his plate and bit off a dainty morsel, crunching it 
between her white teeth. At dinner she nearly always 
came around and shared his dessert. 

"Ralph," she said, "are you really jealous of me?" 
"I am an old fool ! " Then he ate the remaining crumb 
of toast with an evident relish, and, though he smiled, 
there was a sad, wistful look in his grey eyes. 

"Not as old as if you had come out of the ark, Ralph 
dear ; as for the rest — " 

"No, lam not jealous," he answered, reconsidering. 

"Yes, you are. Not that you think I'll run awe 
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with that handsbme SI. Ormond, or flirt desperately 
with the young men you bring up here, from time to 
time, even"' that fatherly Cleav eland, that you want me 
to like. It isn't the people outside who aflect you— it is 
simply whether I love you better than I love myself." 

She had' stated the matter so clearly and forcibly, 
that he looked at her in amaze. 

"You know I said in the beginning — " and he fum- 
bled with his watch chain nervously. 

''Tnat^bu'Vbuld be content with the simple lik- 
ing,untiri learned to love you. Two years ago. You 
have been very good and patient, Ralph." 

There was an unappeased hunger in his eyes, a long- 
ing that would have melted the heart of almost any 
woman ; but there was a vein of waywardness about her. 
I believe she always hated to say and do just what 
people expected of her. 

4 4 And so, I ought to give you my confidence prepara- 
tory to the one great step. Well, I cannot run in 
town, because it is barely possible that the dressmaker 
may drop in, and I have promised to have my last 
summer's dressess brought out for her inspection; 
though I dare say the unprincipled thing will deelare 
that not one of them is fit to make over. If, after that, 
you wll invite me down to share the contents of your 
pocket-book, I will come with pleasure." 

He laughed a little, she had this way of putting him 

off, which she acknowledged to herself was very pro- 
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yoking, and she thought, sometimes, if he were to scold 
her outright, give her a good shaking, or shut her up 
in a dark closet, it would be better fpr hex in the end. 
Of course she would be dreadfully angry -r-.run away, 
perhaps— but then she would come bad;, for there was 
no one in the world half so dear, and she did. love him 
in her fashion. She had never compared , notes, wijth 
other girls or women, knew nothing about love, except 
the kind she found in books, which seemed not at $U 
like hers. , ... 

"It is my pocket-book, then, and not me.?" ,. ... ; , 

"Oh, Kalph! I've half a mind to tell. Miss Ayera 
that I will not have a new dress this summer,, L," . y ; 

" I do not mind at all if all your old .ones are white, 
he said. "There's my train ! " 

The whistle in the distance seemed to mock them. , 

She glanced up mirthfully. 

"Well, you don't mind much. Besides, you were 
two hours late last night." 

4 'Only one. You know I said that I should not come 
until the five o'clock train, hereafter, now that the days 
are so long." 

"Do you not suppose they are equally long with me? 
But 3 r our coffee is cold and you must have some fresh." 

She poured it out daintily ; but when she would have 
sent for more toast, he declared that he did not want 
it. And presently he rose. 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



12 DRIFTED ASUNDER. OR 

" I have a surprise for you," she said. " Come out in 
the garden." 

He followed her slowly, watching the lithe grace of 
every movement. People always fancied her undersized, 
but she was quite tall. The round, slender figure, sup- 
ple and changeful, gave her that appearance. She pos- 
sessed a certain piquant beauty, though after no classic 
model. Her hair was a peculiar color, that of a newly 
ripe chestnut, too deep for gold, too dark for auburn ; 
and it lay about her head in great waves, gathered at 
the back in a shining coil, from which always depended 
two or three stray curls of uneven length. Her com- 
plexion was neither light nor dark, a creamy tint, made 
brilliant by the varying color which changed with her 
many moods. To Ralph Tremaine she had alwaj-s 
been beautiful — even when he compared her with 
another peerless woman. 

"Here," she said, "the first roses of the season, I 
was going to- wear them in my hair last night, to surprise 
you, and then your ugly telegram came." 

u But why didn't you wear them this morning?" 

"Because ; w — she broke them both off. "You may 
wear this in town, to-day, formy sake," and she proceed- 
ed to fasten it in his coat. 

"Like a lovelorn youth — " 

"Well, are you ashamed?" she turned quickly and 
in a strange heat. "Are you ashamed of loving your 
wife, and of the wife who loves you ? " 
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• She so rarely said anything like that, that for an 
instant he was silent from surprise. They were stand- 
ing by a little summer-house covered with vines and 
quite screened from observation, so he passed his arm 
around her, repeating in a dreamy tone — 

u The wife who loves me. M 

"Ralph!" She could not understand, then, why she 
should cling to him with that almost desperate passion. 
In the two years of her married life, she had been thorny 
and tender by turns, but this revelation was as new to 
herself as to her husband.* 

. u You do love me." The words came up with a sort 
of strangling fervor, as if he feared to lose the brief, 
sweet consciousness, and yet could hardly believe. 

"Oh, Ralph," she exclaimed with a shiver; "I've 
seen a horrible vision ! If anything should part us ! " 

He looked around as if some fell danger menaced 
them, and then back at her. 

4 'How foolish ! " she said with a gay laugh. " I do not 
know what possessed me. But if anything happened — 
if I should die — you would regret me, long and earn- 
estly, would you not, Ralph ? The hardest of all, seems 
passing out of the mind of one you love." 

Another sweet confession. What had sent her into 
this strange, tender mood? 

"My darling," he said gravely, "I think you must 
know how dear you ar^to^pae. No one cduld ever fill 
the place now. There are moments when I reach 
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higher happiness than any I dreamed of in the old days ; 
hours when I would not take a crown and kingdom for 
the joys of my simple life. As if I could forget you ! 
No, you do not know me at all/' 

u I do not believe that I deserve much remembrance, 
ful tenderness, " Instead of making myself so dear to 
you during these two years, that there would not be 
room in your heart for another thought, I have been a 
careless wretch—" 

4 'What is the matter with you this morning ? " There 
was a peculiar happy smile in his eyes that told her, 
whatever was amiss with her, she did not lose in his 
estimation. . 

* ' I do not know — unless I am in love," with an arch, 
winsoine smile. "I wish we could take the past back 
.and be married to-day Jbr the first time, Ralph j I think 
I should do better," 

"My precious wife, it is all well enough." 

She was crying now on his shoulder, a tumultuous, 
passionate burst of tears, such p,s a grown, person rarely 

gives. 

M How good you are, Ralph ; and I am acting like a 
great baby ! I do mean to be better. I mean to love 
you just as you like, not in my own willful, capricious 
fashion. I am enough to provoke the patience of a 
saint, but Ralph, it seems to me, now, that I must have 
loved you, or, I could pot havjMnapied you." 



„-*-" Digitized 



byGoogk 



THE TIDE OF TATE. 



*5 



"My darling, did I ever question it?" 

"No. You have been too good to me, all along. I 
am spoiled with tenderness and care." 

Another shrill-whistle startled them in their fragrant 
retreat. Both smiled. 

"Now I must go in fifteen minutes. Let me fasten 
this rose in your hair. I will try to be home in the 
early train, to-night." 

"I have half a mind not to let you go. What would 
be the consequence?" 

"Qne poor fellow would be sadly disappointed. I 
promised to help him opt of some trouble, to-day. And 
there are several notes to mdfet. Dora, suppose we 
should go away on a little tour?" he asked with a sud- 
den impulse. 

"Oh, delightful 1 " she caught at it eagerly. 
% "I could be spared better now, than later in the 
season. Yes, we will have a nice time to ourselves. 
We will plan it, to-night. And now, my love — " 

" Oh, I wish you were not going ; " and the look that 
came into her eyes amused him. 

It would be very foolish for a man of thirty-five to 
stay at home and make love to his wife all day, Ralph 
Tremaine decided, yet somehow the folly looked rather 
tempting. And if she had guessed at the fate lying 
darkly hid, in the shadowof the next few hours, would 
she have kept him? 

He took her in his arms and kissed her many times, 
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then they walked down the winding path to the gate. 

"I shall watch my rose all day," he said glancing at 
it, "and when it begins to wither — " 

"Take it as an emblem of me." That was the old, 
aggravating Dora. "I shall grow old and withered 
and faded, some day," she appended more softly. 

It did not seem so, then. A woman with her youth 
and radiance ought to remain bright forever. 

They said good-by sadly, at last. She watched him, 
going down the shady avenue, that June morning, and 
somehow could not keep the tears from her eyes. For 
now she thought — what if any accident should happen 

to him ! 

Nervous,' susceptible temperaments not infrequently 
experience these strange impressions. Once in a hun- 
dred times something may come of it, but oftener the 
presentiment dies away Without any special result. An£ 
rambling slowly back to the house a confUsed feeling 
took possession of Dora Tremaine. WouldRalph think 
her foolish and whimsical? But she did love him. 

The breakfast dishes had been cleared away. Mrs. 
Maybin was standing there, erect and prim, waiting for 
orders. 

"What an odd thing that people must eat continu- 
ally," she said to herself with a feeling of ludicrousness. 

"About the dinner, Mrs. Maybin? Well, I haven't 
much choice. Anything you like. And as for dessert, 
make some cream, Mr. Tremaine said he would bring 
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up strawberries — he saw them yesterday." 

Then she marched off regally indifferent. Now this 
was one of the things Mrs. Maybin did not like in her 
mistress. She thought her very careless of her hus- 
band's comfort. She rarely held any consultation about 
meals. Probably if she had been very officious, Mrs. 
Maybin would have been equally provoked. 

"Shall I order lamb?" 

u Oh,I do not care," with some petulance. She hated 
to have the flavor taken out of her husband's kisses 
by these tiresome details. 

She was half across the hall by this time, but glanced 
back with a gay nod as if to make amends. 

"Mr, Tremaine is easily satisfied, and so am I," was 
her parting response. 

Then she ran up to her room, and threw herself into a 
great chair, cushioned with rose colored damask, and 
plunged at once into a reverie. 

But through it all came a thought of the past, like a 
gray strand in a golden braid. Why, of all times, 
should she remember it on this morning? And she 
wondered if she should ever love Ralph Tremaine so 
, well,that she should find courage to tell him her secret. 
What difference did it make ? He was happier without 
the knowledge, Uncle Gilbert had said — was it so? If 
it proved a burthen to him — and he had confessed 
to being a trifle jealous. 

She had once known Mr. Tremaine to be very angry 
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with a man who had deceived him. That was in the 
early days of her married life, and she was thankful 
then that she had persisted in Uncle Gilbert's telling 
the truth. A few days afterwards she found it had not 
been told, and that between herself and her husband 
lay a secret — of not much importance, perhaps — but 
when it came to a point of honor, he had a right to 
know it. 

Sometimes for weeks she had forgotten all about it. 
She was not one of your morbid, brooding women. 
She possessed a perfect and sanguine ph} T sical tempera- 
ment, and a keen love of enjoyment — a spice of pro- 
voking wilfulness also ; and the twenty-two months of 
her married life had gone by as a series of bright, pan- 
oramic pictures." Ralph Tremaine loved her very 
dearly, though she had been rather persuaded into the 
marriage. And she had come to love him in a manner 
that almost terrified herself. Perhaps because she saw 
such a possibility, she was the more fearM of some un- 
toward disappointment. 

Mrs. Maybin came nip stairs with her slow, stately 
step, her dark cambric gown rustling as if it had been 
silk. 

"Mrs. Tremaine, there is a person at the door with 
a note for you," she announced. 

"Why did you not bring it up?" 

"He will not deliver it into any one's hands but 
yours. Those were his instructions, he says." 
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"Oh!" 

Then Mrs. Tremaine ran down, while pompous Mrs. 
Maybin was nursing a sense* of affront. 

A young man of eighteen or twenty handed her the 
missive in question. He was a stranger, and the hand- 
writing on the envelope quite unknown to her. Its 
contents were simply these : — 

"If Mrs. Tremaine will come immediately to No.—, 
Wall street, she will hear something of the utmost im- 
portance." 

There was also a card enclosed, containing the name 
of "Leonard Colby," and the number of the room. 

"Who sent you?" she asked, abruptly. 

"Mr. Colby. I was to deliver the note to Mrs. Tre- 
maine:" 

He had evidently received no further instructions, 
for he turned away. 

"Is there to be no answer?" 

He stared blankly at the Virginia creeper against the 
column of the portico, 

"He didn't say," 

"Very well." 

She went to her rQom thinking it over. What could 
the mysterious summons be? "Of the utmost impor- 
tance." She did not remember of ever hearing ]Mr, 
Colby's name before — and the whole thing savored of 
mystery. 

Then she turned suddenly and deathly white. What 
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if it were something connected with that old, old story ? 
The man she feared and hated, now, was dead, surely. 
For seven years she had not heard a whisper concerning 
him, save the tale of the shipwreck. And yet she 
knew that people did return after years and years of 
absence. There was a horrible constriction in her throat ; 
her parched tongue refused to make the faintest motion, 
although she wanted to cry out with terror. She 
clasped her hands over her throbbing eyes for many 
moments. When, at length, she roused herself, she 
seemed weak, as if after a month's illness. 

"I will go to Ralph, at once," she thought, " I will 
not have any secret from him. He shall hear and 
judge — and if he loves me still " 

Acting upon this impulse, she began to change her 
dress immediately. A dainty gray walking suit, and 
straw hat to match, with a cluster of green leaves and 
scarlet berries. As she put on her gloves, she remarked 
how icy cold her hands were. 

She walked slowly enough now. In the hall she 
paused, and called to Mrs. Maybin. 

" I am going into town a little while." 

She had quite forgotten about her dressmaker, and 
left no orders. 
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CHAPTER II. 

AT HOME, ALONE. 

[HE day had been a busy one to Ralph Tremaine, 
and yet, he had hardly thought of the comers 
and goers. His rose had stood in a little vase 
on his desk, all day, and the words — " The wife who 
loves you," had floated through his brain like a chord 
of suggestive music. At the earliest possible moment, 
he turned the business over to the book-keeper, put on 
his hat and coat, and reached out for his rose. He 
felt a little warmth steal into his cheeks as he bungled 
over the pinning. Indeed he had an idea that Lindsay 
was watching him with an amused smile. 

Then he went for the strawberries. They would 
have them in the garden at home,in a week's time, but 
Dora waft extravagantly fond of them, and they looked 
so luscious, so tempting ! There was a little girl selling 
violets. Theirs were out of bloom, and violets were 
another penchant of Dora's, so he must have a bunch. 

With it all, he was ready for the train at four. He 
would surprise her, to-day, by an early return. What 
had she been doing ! Bothering over old dresses — what 
a fuss women always made when there was nothing 
half so pretty as white, and flounces and flirbelows and 
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laces were not of much account. But, then,he supposed 
there was no appeal from a dress-maker's fiat. 

To-morrow he would go shopping with Dora. It 
never was any bore, for she did not dawdle over goods, 
and have everything pulled about to gratify her curiosity. 
Then he would buy her something pretty, by way of 
surprise — she had spoken of a coral set — perhaps it 
might be that. 

. He was relieved at the sight of familiar Woodlea, for 
the strawberries had stained the paper through. It was 
but a short walk to the house. The air was so delight- 
fully fragrant, the lawn so smooth and velvety, with 
clumps of blossoming shrubbery,here and there, wigelia, 
lilacs, snowball, rhododendron, and hosts of snowy 
spireas. Dora's window overlooked the avenue, and 
not infrequently, when she heard the sharp click of the 
gate latch, she glanced out. She did not now. He 
hoped Miss Ayers was not still pottering about. 

Somehow the house seemed very, very still. He had 
thought, more than once, of the homes where gtoups of 
children frolicked about, and he had a longing for their 
arch, merry faces and gay voices. Nearly all the houses 
in the row held out such tantalizing pictures. And if a 
small, silvery treble were to say "papa" on this porch— 

"There are some berries, Mrs. Maybin," he said, 
going straight through to the kitchen. "Have you a 
napkin handy, with which I can wipe my hands?" 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



THE TIDE OF FATE. 



n 



She glanced through the door into the spacious hall, 
and then at her master) rather questioning! j. 

"The dinner, will not be ready until six — as you 
gave orders a few days ago. If I had known " 

"Never mind, Mrs. Maybin, it is all right. I do not 
care for dinner any earlier in the summer." 

Then he was off again with his violets. She gave an 
Injured sniff. Hie had never been the same man since 
his marriage. Before that, everything went on like 
clock work. If he was put out five minutes he showed 
it, though never unpleasantly. That was what she 
liked to see — some authority from the head of the 
house. Now the madame twisted him around her fin- 
gers, and everything went at sixes and sevens. If it 
were not that Mr. Tremaine would actually be neglected, 
she should feel tempted to throw up her commission. 
And strawberries bought, when loads of their own were 
ripening in the garden ! 

Ralph Tremaine went up the steps two at a time, and 
entered his wife's sitting-room, smiling at the expecta- 
tion of finding her asleep on the lounge. There was no 
Dora, no dresses strewn about, the willow workstand b}- 
the window covered, and the low sewing chair standing 
in the corner. The blinds all clfosed, the room filled 
with a shady green gloom, and strangely silent. 

"The wife who loves you." Dora's bright, warm 
lips had uttered the words this morning. He wanted 
to hear her say them over dozens of times. Where 
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could she be hiding? Oh, Mrs. Maybin could you im- 
agine such an undignified thought finding a resting 
place in your master's brain ? 

' 'Dora ? " he called softly. 

No answer. Then he glanced into the sleeping room. 
Her morning-dress had been carelessly thrown across 
the bed, and her tiny, rosetted slippers stood there, 
looking as if she had just stepped out of them. 

He went slowly down stairs again. Mrs. Maybin was 
sorting the strawberries, and taking off a few stray 
hulls. 

' 'Has Mrs. Tremaine gone out?" he asked. 

"Did not she come home with you?" and the worthy 
housekeeper's face was full of astonishment. 

"Why, she has not been to the City?". 

"She said she was going. And it was but ten min- 
utes of twelve, just time for the train." 

' 'Had the Dressmaker been here ? " 

"No. Mrs. Tremaine did not leave any word. I do 
not think she expected her. 

"And no message for " 

"Have not you seen her — all day? she never said a 
word, but, that 'she was going in town for a little while.' 
A } r oung man came with a note, which he would not 
give to any one else — he said those were his instruc- 
tions. So I called her down stairs ; and about half an 
hour afterwards she went away." 

Mrs. Maybin delivered this speech in a straightfor- 
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ward, sententious tone, as if she were a witness on the 
stand. She had never loved her mistress cordially, but 
she was not a woman to swerve from the truth, or start 
any ill-natured suspicion, though she admitted to her 
self, instantly, that it did look strange. 

' ' A young man," you said. * 'What kind of a fellow ? 
How did he look?" • 

''Like a clerk." Mrs. Maybin prided herself, a good 
deal, on her power of distinguishing between clerks and 
gentlemen. 

"And no word of any kind? Not even a message 
for the dressmaker?" 

"No, sir." 

It was strange, mysterious, and vexing to Mr. Tre- 
maine. He was one of those open, honorable men, 
who, if he were going out of the store, generally left 
word of where he could be found, and how long he ex- 
pected to be absent. He was not a saint by any means, 
in fact, rather old bachelorish and set in his ways, and 
hated to be put out. He never could see any reason 
why a person could not come straight to the point, at 
once,and say just what he or she meant. 

And now, it must be confessed that his first feeling 
was one of annoyance that Dora had not left some word, 
or dropped in upon him and given a little explanation 
of her sudden resolve. 

He went slowly back to her room, wondering what it 
could all mean. Not even a line left anywhere for him ! 
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The scene of the morning rushed over him with pecu- 
liar distinctness. She had refused to come down to the 
city on account of the dressmaker, who, it seems, she 
had not expected very strongly, or she would have left 
some message with Mrs. M^ybin. Then she had re- 
ceived a mysterious note, and obej T ed its summons, and 
was not home yet. 

He walked up and down uneasily, then a new thought 
occurred to him. He would go down to the station and 
watch for her. But he had the grace to say to Mrs. 
Maj'bin, "I am going to meet Mrs. Tremaine." 

One train came in shortly. He gave every body a 
sharp glance — familiar faces many of them were — but 
the one,he longed to see most of all, was not there. Then 
he wandered about impatiently, the longest half hour, it 
seemed to him, that he had ever known in his life. The 
shrill whistle was a welcome sound to him. 

Disappointed again. This time a chill foreboding 
struck hard against his heart. There was a momen- 
tary delay, and the conductor sprang down beside him 
and gave him a little nod as he said — "Tremaine," 
which was all the greeting he could bestow. 

Like a flash, Mr. Tremaine remembered that Barton 
was conductor on the down train at noon. He took a 
stride or two after him and.grasped his arm. ' 'Barton," 
he exclaimed in a rather husky tone. "Mrs. Tremaine 
went down at twelve, did you see her?" 
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" Tes." She had purchased her ticket in the car, and 
that was fresh in Barton's mind. 

"There was not any accident ? We have missed each 
other, some way ;" and Tremaine gave a sickly smile, 
coming nearer to a falsehood, than was his usual custom. 

"No." And then Barton stopped suddenly. The 
strangest event flashed before his mind, just like a pict- 
ure. Probably he might never have thought of it again, 
but for this. As he was running off of the platform, in 
the city, he had passed a hack, and by it stood a dark, 
handsome fellow, with a kind of fierce, brigand look, 
and a slight woman. He could see her figure and her 
dress, so exactly, in his memory, that he knew it was 
Mrs. Tremaine, although her face was turned away at 
the time. 

It was but a moment, then the warning whistle 
sounded. "Tremaine," he said hurriedly, "if you do 
not hear any news, meet me here at ten — my train 
goes down then, you know." 

He was sorry the instant the words were uttered. 
Tremaine's face took on such a wan, frightened look, 
and his body swayed uncertainly, as if some one had 
struck him a blow. 

" Something is wrong ! " he said to himself, as he 
whizzed past. 

As for Ralph Tremaine ha was stunned. Barton's 
tone gave him a dim, agonizing assurance. No acci- 
dent, no cause for delay, and yet, here it was six o'clock. 
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Should he go up to the house or down to the .city ? His 
usually clear head was in a whirl. Yet there might be 
a faint hope. He tramped up and down,in the summer 
twilight, actually unable to come to any decision. To 
rush to the city, and make inquiries at the depot, seemed 
absolutely coarse and indelicate. If she had gone away 
of her own accord, it was only meant for the briefest ^ 
temporary absence. Though he might have felt a little 
vexed, a while ago, he would.as soon cut off his right 
hand as suspect her of evil. And if there had been 
any force or fraud used — but that was folly I An orphan, 
without a relative in the world, standing in no o*£s 
way : no, that view of the case was utterly improbable. 
She might have gone somewhere and been detained, 
that appeared the most reasonable solution. 

The purple dusk was falling softly, as he returned up 
the avenue- Then he remembered Mrs. Maybin and 
the dinner. 

He almost expected Dora to rise out of some 
corner, with her gay, perplexing laugh. Instead, a 
solemn stillness, an awral something brooding every- 
where, hardly less terrible than death itself. 

"The dinner has been ready these two hours ! " an- 
nounced Mrs. Maybin, tartly. She looked sharply be- 
hind her master, as if there might be a form lingering 
in the darkness. c 'Mrs- Tremaine ? " 

Something has happened to her. We cannot tell 
until — to-morrow, perhaps." 
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This explanation suggested itself the most naturally, 
and, as I said before, he was no man for mysteries. 

Mrs. Maybin looked astonished. She might have 
been roused out of her impassable groove, and asked a 
question or two, but that grave, stony face chilled her. 

"No matter about the dinner, I am going down to 
New York, at ten, and shall not be back — " 

Mr. Tremaine went up to his wife's room again, 
lighted a lamp, and took a thorough search for some 
clue to guide him. Altogether in vain. Just then, the 
faded rosebud in his coat caught his eye. How happily 
the day had begun ! She had said the rose was an 
emblem of herself. He recalled the look and tone, and 
somehow, wished that she had never uttered those words. 
And yet only a moment before she had said — "The 
wife who loves you." That remembrance brought him 
to a tender mood, and he laid Hie flower carefully aside. 

The hours passed wearily enough. It seemed as if 
the sixty minutes never would drag out their slow length. 
Before the time appointed he was at the station ag$in. 
The summer night had gloomed over cloudily, and there 
was scarcely a star visible. He was glad to hear the 
train come thundering along, but Barton did not step 
out. For the last four hours he had been wishing des- 
perately that he had not made the promise to Mr.- Tre- 
maine, and would have avoided it gladly. 

He saw the tall figure coming through the car. Tre- 
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maine looked haggard and worn, and a gleam of hun- 
gering suspense had settled about his brow. 

"What, no news?" said Barton, in a cheery tone, as 
if the matter was of very little importance. 

"No. And I came to hear what you had to say," 
with a wandering tremulous sound in his voice. 

"Not much. I thought I saw Mrs. Tremaine, but I 
may have been mistaken." ' 

"When?" The eager eyes* asked the questi<m as 
well. 

"Oh, this morning. Sit down. I will be back pres- 
ently." 

They were under full headway when Barton returned. 
Mr. Tremaine was sitting near the end of the car, quite 
alone. The conductor had been taking counsel with 
himself. First and last, for he was forty, and had 
spent all his life on the road, he had known of a good 
many strange affairs, with just about the clue of this 
one. There were wives who had come back to their 
husbands, but generally, the game had not been worth 
the candle. He had known Tremaine half a dozen 
years, in this sort of travelling way. A grave, steady- 
going,upright business fellow, making a fortune. He 
had seen the bride on her wedding tour, and really ad- 
mired her self-possession and unconciousness. Tre- 
maine had always appeared very fond of her, but he 
tfO$H not care to stake his soul upon Mrs. Tremaine. 
She might be very good, of course, it was only fair to 
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believe all women so, until they were proved otherwise. 
And yet, to hide this from Mr. Tremaine would only be 
maudlin sympathy. He must know it, sooner or later, 
that is, if anything was wrong. So the truth would be 
best. 

"Was not your wife going to some friends?" he 
asked. "Did she not leave any word?" 

"No. An accident of some kind has suuely occurred. 
Did you see her after she left the car?" 

"I think I did," said Barton, candidly. "Some 
moments after, I had an errand round to the side office, 
and just outside the rail stood a hack. A man was 
holding open the door, and'a woman was about entering. 
I didn't look her square in the face ; but, by the dress 
and figure, I had an impression that it was Mrs. Tre- 
maine. I may be mistaken, you know," with great 
apparent fairness, as if he was quite ready to be con- 
vinced. 

"And the man — the driver you mean?" 

"No. The driver was on his box. I have a fancy 
that I could identify him, though I did not look partic- 
ularly sharp. The man was — a stranger, I think, 
rather foreign; a strong, deep, handsome fellow, 
ready for any villainy, I should say. Before I was out 
of hearing the hack rolled away." 

Ralph Tremaine's pale face turned a swarthy crim- 
son. He knew what a story like this meant. 

"Barton," he said clutching at a forlorn hope, "yo 
must be mistaken." 
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"I am quite willing to admit that. The matter may 
be explained to-morrow." 

But Mr. Tremaine felt that if he gave up this, he 
would have no clue whatever. 

4 'Barton — what would you advise ? " 

The words came brokenly. 

"If you want the matter settled, sharp, I should say 
place it in the hands of a detective this very night. 
You can tell this story, or not." 

Tremaine looted the other fairly in the face for a 
moment. 

"Barton," he began, in a curiously steady voice, 
"whatever happens, admitting this woman to be Mrs. 
Tremaine, I, her husband, declare her to be above 
the slightest suspicion. Whatever step she may have 
taken can be explained satisfactorily to me, the only 
man to whom she is accountable. You will remember ? " 

There was something very grand and manly in this 
simple defence. Barton felt awed by both face and 
voice. 

They were coming in to the city, and the two men 
parted with a friendly bow. 
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CHAPTER m. 

I 

A LINK IN THE CHAIN. 

gEgjgALPH TKEMAINE wandered about, aimlessly, 

yPPwl *° r an ^ our 01 so * Barton's suggestion was 
E§3fi3S repugnant to every sentiment of honor and 
delicacy. His own suspense was torture, but his suffer- 
ing for Dora brought a still keener pang. If this were 
she, by this one inadvertent step, she had placed herself 
in a false position, and he felt inclined to know more of 
it,before it was bruited abroad to the world. What he 
had said to Barton concerning her was the simplest 
truth. He felt sure that she could explain the matter 
satisfactorily, in the first five minutes they were together. 
But when and how should he see her. 

It was true that the little discrepancies kept haunting 
him. Had she intended to go to the city, or not? and 
then, who could have sent the note? There was, evi- 
dently, some secret, but that she had taken any wrong 
step, he refused utterly to believe. She might be willful 
and tormenting, she might tease him by refusing to an- 
swer questions, but he had never known her to tell a 
deliberate untruth. In fact, sometimes, he had thought 
her too frank, for honest. And surely if ever a woman 
loved, she had that morning. 

3 C\3> 
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Therewith dismay he remembered her agitation, her 
terror at the possibility of some untoward event. She 
had even vaguely hinted at a separation, but she cer- 
tainly would have been a sufferer in such an event. 
Why, the mystery was maddening ! his brain whirled in 
helpless chaos. He knew not what step to take. 

It ended at last by his going to a hotel, as the city 
clocks told the hour of midnight. He used to do this 
in his bachelor dajs, when he was very busy and com- 
pelled to stay late. He gave a faint, wan smile at the 
remembrance, for it- seemed years ago, and yet it would 
be only two years, in August^since he had married Dora 
Verner. 

A rather peculiar marriage, to be sure. He had known 
Gilbert Verner many years, a sort of crabbed, dog- 
matic old fellow, but learned in many ways, and when 
he chose, a very agreeable companion. Some curious 
tie linked the two men together. He knew a niece came 
to live with him, adopted daughter, really , for he made 
the name of Verner legally her own. "The child of a 
sister who is dead," was all the explanation ever vouch- 
safed. In those days Ralph Tremaine was suffering 
from a hard blow of fate, and all women and girls were 
to him like shadows. 

How he had first come to take an interest in Dora 
Verner, he hardly remembered. Gilbert Verner was ill 
a long while, worse and better by turns, and no one 
could comfort him like Ralph Tremaine. So he had 
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fallen into the habit of watching her, and being amused 
by her very indifference. If she had tried to attract 
him, he would have been wary enough, for he professed 
to have lost faith in the sex. 

One night Gilbert Verner thought himself dying. 
He gave Tremaine some instructions, making him 
Dora's guardian, and his executor, and then he bewailed 
the fact of having to leave her friendless. Where 
would she find a home? 

"If you were. only married, Tremaine." 
"Why should I not be? I can amply afTord it. If you 
will give me Dora — if she will many me!" 

He was very much astonished at himself, and not 
quite satisfied, perhaps, to have Mr. Verner accept the 
ofTer so readily. It came about without any trouble- 
some wooing, and a month afterwards, he was really 
glad to marry her. 

She had said — "I will not pretend that I am desper- 
ately in love with 3-ou, Mr. Tremaine, for that you 
would not believe of me, unless I were a forward, silly 
girl, but I do admire and esteem 3-ou highly. I think 
a woman might be very happ}* with you. And since I 
love no other person, my lesson msky not be a difficult 
one to learn." 

She looked so absolutely bewitching as she uttered 
this, that he fell in love with her, then and there, and 
resolved that, in time, she should love him. He would 
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be patient, tender and fond. He would make her' life 
bright and enjoyable. 

Truth to tell, it had not been very charming, hitherto. 
Uncle Gilbert had proved kind, in one way, but he was 
t} T rannical and full of whims. True, the cheerful home 
was a. great improvement on her former life, but when 
she looked her future in the face, and found that it was 
a choice between marrying Ralph Tremaine, or being 
turned adrift, again, friendless and penniless, for Uncle 
Gilbert did not scruple to threaten, she decided upon 
the pleasant, comfortable life. And she did like Mr.' 
Tremaine. If she had not, no earthly consideration 
would have induced her to take such a step. He was 
so good and kind, his patience was unwearying, his 
generosity fine and pure ; a, trusty friend, a loyal lover. 

She had made one condition with her uncle. He 
rallied a little, before her marriage, indeed lived some 
months after, but on his death bed confessed that it 
had not been observed. 

"It is perfect folly, girl, a mad, wild step now. Do 
not take it. What difference can it make ? The past 
is past." 

That look of reproach and pain, was the last thing 
the dying man saw in Dora's eyes. 

He left her all he had — no great sum, about twelve 
thousand dollars. This she insisted upon her husband's 
taking, and utterly refused any separate settlements. — 
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Some day, she promised herself that she would confess 
her secret to him, but, thus far, she had not. 

Her life had been very happy. She was just of an 
age, when circumstances tend so much toward the de- 
velopement of character. Her husband's indulgence 
spoiled her a little, but she was so sweet, so winsome 
and radiant, that he liked it all the better. She never 
carried her exactions beyond the point of forbearance, 
and she showed him, in a great many ways, that she did 
study to please him. I think that I said, in the begin- 
ning, that she was a trifle coquettish ; but she never 
dallied with the admiration of other men. She was 
charming to her husband's friends, but seldom familiar, 
and never teased him, before them, or caught up an}' 
little foible. Indeed, this tender grace of reverence 
used to touch him deeply. If she had tried, she could 
have used no more potent ally for fascination. 

He had told her, before marriage, very honorably . 
indeed, that she was not his first love. In his early 
manhood he had dreamed over a beautiful woman, held 
her as his, in everything but name, and lost her just 
when he thought his happiness nearest. Another man's 
gold had bought her. 

I am not sure but it was his manner of telling this 
story that roused Dora's strongest interest. He was 
of no ordinary, pliable clay, taking an impression like 
Wax, and losing in the next flush of heat. There was 
something strong and earnest in the man, not easiJ- 
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swayed or governed ; a curious persistence, under the 
tender quiet that hung dreamily about him. He did 
not easily forgive an injur}*, it ranst be confessed. 

Dora's piquancies he found very entertaining. He 
understood her, pretty well too, and felt, with a keen 
little pang, that her admiration and respect were not 
love. But, as the months went on, and they grew insen- 
sibly into each other's ways, the quick smile and tender 
blush that his sudden appearance would call up, the 
petulance if he disappointed her, charming because it 
was only moraentarj T , and the pleasant confidences she 
gave of her own accord, were translated as so many 
signs of love. In that he was right enough. She was 
loving much more deeply than she realized. 

Ralph Tremainc tumbled about his bed, restlessfy, . 
until dawn, and then he began to settle upon some defi- 
nite plan. He would get Barton to identify the hack- 
man and question him closely. The lady might not 
prove to be Mrs. Tremaine at all, and, that point settled, 
it might be best, perhaps, to follow out Barton's sug- 
gestion, for the suspense was terrible. 

He knew he could sec the conductor quite earty, so 
he made ready. It was a relief to do something with a 
purpose, even if it were only washing and dressing. He 
sauntered out in the morning air, with a laggard step, 
contrasting it with the twenty-four hours previous, 
feeling old and worn, and thinking that another day of 
^^ch torture would be insupportable. 
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He was much too early, but, presently Barton appeared 
at his post, shocked at the change a few hours had 
wrought in Mr. Tremaine,and understanding at once 
that matters were unchanged. 

" Have you done anything?" he inquired. 

" No. I thought I should like to see that hackman, 
if 30U could find him for me." 

"I might, at noon," Barton answered, slowly. "Can 
you not get some one in your place? Money is no 
object." 

Ralph Tremainc's eyes wore a sharp, unnatural stare, 
and there was a fervcrish pleading in his voice. 

"I cannot take any step until I know whether that 
was Mrs. Tremaine, you saw. I do not suppose it was." 

" Poor fellow," thought Barton, much moved. Then, 
aloud — "If the thing can be managed, Tremaine, I will do 
it for you, I will let you know shortly, "and, with that, 
he disappeared. 

Tremaine walked up and down the platform, a long 
while. It seemed to him as if he were going crazy with 
suspense. And when Barton returned, which he did 
finally, there was still another weary delay, but now 
the city was fairly astir. There was a continual rushing 
in and out, carts, wagons, and expressmen jostling each 
other, noise and confusion of every kind, but Tremaine 
only heard it dimly. Then the hackmen began to 
gather. Barton rambled slowly around , inspecting each 
one, and at length accosted the latest comer. 
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" Were you here about noon, yesterday?" he asked. 

" At noon. Well, no. I just drove up for a minute 
and went right away. 'Bout one ; train time, anyhow." 

4 ' You took a lady and gentleman ? " 

The man was silent, and eyed his companion closely. 

"A rather slight woman, dressed in gray, and a tall, 
dark gentleman, fine looking. lie assisted her in, 
while you were on your box." 

" Suppose I did?" the man said gruffly. 

' ' Where did 3011 leave them ? " 

"At the Park, Six Avenue entrance." 

"And what became of them then?" 

"I do not know." 

"Will you describe them minutely for a friend of 
mine?" and Barton summoned Tremaine. 

" I do not know much about the lady. The man was 
a-watching for her. He came to me and engaged the 
hack, before the train was in, told me to stand just here, 
and keep my seat. He was not a common-looking man, 
and he had a short, sharp way, as if it would not be quite 
safe to cfoss him , and he said he would pay me well for any 
trouble he made. Presently he came along with the 
lady." 

" Describe her, as nearly as you can," Tremaine said, 
huskily. 

" She was a very fair height, and wore a gray dress 
and sack, trimmed with something a little darker. I 
remember noticing the stripe around her skirt. She 
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had a round hat, with a bit of scarlet in it, and a light 
veil; I did not see her face, but her hair was blight, 
not red, but a curious color, and curled a little." Trc- 
maine groaned inwardly. The hair stamped her as 
Dora, at once. 

" And you do not know where they went?" 

" No. I drove right back." 

"Could you identify the man again?" 

" Oh, yes, easily. He had very black eyes, with a 
curiou9%look in them, and a full beard, though not very 
thick. Yes. I could tell him again." 

" That will do," said Tremaine, turning very abruptlj'. 

He and Barton went down the length of the platform 
without a word, but he could no longer feel doubtful. 
A horrible thought chilled the blood around his heart. 
The man had been watching for her. Then it was he, 
who sent the note to Dora, and it was madness to sup- 
pose that she would go away with a stranger, so she 
must have known him. Could she have been summon- 
ed to any friend? But no, she would have left a few 
words for him, surely. The whole matter was inexplica- 
ble. " Well," Barton said, presently, to recall the other. 

"I am obliged for the trouble," Tremaine returned. 
"You cannot do anything more ; indeed, there is noth- 
ing to be done, except to call in the aid of. a detective, 
as you suggested. Whether it would be wisest — " and 
his voice died away in a quivering sound. 

"If I cared — " Barton began, hesitatingly. 
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"Cared !" Tremaine's face was white with a suddeil 
passion-heat. 

u Not just that, Mr. Tremaine. If I wanted her 
found, in spite of everything. I would have it done, if I 
moved heaven and earth ! " 

Did he want her found? If she could return in a few 
days, and explain her absence satisfactorily to him, lie 
would rather the world at large knew nothing about it. 
For he had a stubborn, abiding faith in her. He knew 
how thoroughly good and noble she was, that she would 
not stoop to a lie, or deception of any kind, at least, in 
his sane moments, he felt certain of this. Yet he under- 
stood the construction the world would put upon her 
sudden flight. Nothing less than an elopement. To 
him the idea was simply preposterous. He was satisfied 
that she did not care enough for any other man to 
do that. He held all the love of her soul. 

But there might be something back of this event, that 
she would rather explain to him alone. He hated, even, 
to have Barton suspect her. 

"I think I will wait a few days," he said, weakly, 
bidding Barton good-morning. "And — Barton — I 
trust jx>u with my honor, as well as hers." 

Tremaine went back to the hackman, for he had 
another question, that he could not have put before a 
third person. The man was jesting with a comrade, 
but he came forward, touching his hat. 

"I want to ask jou if you observed any signs of— 
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of friendliness," familiarity, he was about to say, at 
first, but checked himself, " between these two persons, 
you drove away, yesterday? Did she take his arm?" 
"No. And when he offered to help her in, she would 
not touch his hand. Though it is sometimes done for a 
blind." 

Even this wretch dared to impugn Dora's motives. 
He must get away and think it all over,' settling upon 
something, or he should go crazy. He could not face 
Mrs. May bin, just yet, so he chose the store, instead. 
Now and then, of a morning, he was late, so this would 
pass unremarked. 

There was a friend waiting for him, who said, in a 
careless, genial way — 

44 Why, Tremaine,what is the matter? You look as 
if you had been sick a month." 

"I had a bad headache last night, and did not sleep 
any," which was true enough. But, after making an 
effort to confine his attention to what the man was say- 
ing, he found his mind growing clearer. 

There followed an hour or two of business, and it 
proved a benefit to Ralph Tremaine. He said to his 
book-keeper, that he should not go out to lunch — so he 
was left alone in the office. Yesterday, there stood a 
single rose-bud in that tiny vase — to-day, a desert 
could not have been more lonely. 

Now he began to take serious counsel with himself. 
Either, Dora had been persuaded away, by some fraur* 
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or misrepresentation, to further the schemes of some 
designing persons, or, she had gone willingly, knowing 
a reason why it was best so to do. That love was at 
the bottom, he utterly disbelieved, and then, every little 
circumstance rushed over him again, looking almost as 
if there had been some complicity on her part. If so, 
it would be much wiser to let her come back and 
explain. 

How often, ia life, a series of events seem to involve 
one like a web, making guilt, in a greater or les3 de- 
gree, almost certain, and j'ct, all these incidents might 
have occurred, without the one, crowning deed, and 
passed by quite unnoticed. A lesson for our charity 
and hasty judgment, and the grander love> that has 
learned patience without suspicion. 

And, though he had a great deal of faith in Dora, 
faith of a certain kind, these verj' misgivings made him 
resolve to wait a few days. A woman was not likely 
to be spirited away and detained against her will, when 
there was nothing to be gained ; and, certainly, Dora 
Tremaine was of no paramount importance to any one 
but her husband. Yes, he would wait, two days, at 
least. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



AN UNEXPECTED VISITOR. 



SWpgR. TREMAINE announced to Mrs. Maybin 
ntM w that Mrs. Tremaine would not be at home, for 
"**" several days. The house-keeper asked noques- 
lions, but she saw that something had gone wrong, 
lie passed Barton, on the road, with a nod, but neither 
had any desire to exchange words. Of course, Barton 
knew from the grave, pre-occupied face that the matter 
was still in abeyance. 

Thus passed the two days, and now, the fourth had 
begun, since he had said farewell to Dora, at the lawn 
gate. No tidings of any kind. A stern, set resolve 
came into his face. He wished, now, that he had taken 
some decisive step immediately. His first business in 
the city must be that. Poor Dora! 'She might have 
met with a fatal accident, or been murdered. Now he 
began to conjure up a thousand things, and blame him- 
self in a bitter, unreasonable fashion. 

Mrs. Maybin was waiting to receive her orders, as he 
made a rush from the breakfast-room. 

"Never mind," he exclaimed, impatiently. 

"It is a chance whether I am home to dinner, and I 

Ie 
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really do not care what there is. Do not take much 
trouble." 

A ring at the hall-door startled them both. Mrs. 
Maybin opened it, with an air of injured dignity. 

"Was Mr. Tremaine at home ? Could he be seen,on 
some very important business?" 

" Will you give jour name, please ?" she asked, stiffly. 

"That is not necessary," the stranger said, with a 
most provoking air of blandness. 

She ushered him into the library, and went to inform 
her master, who was rather vexed at the interruption. 

"A stranger?" he said, wonderingly. 

"Yes. I should remember, if I had ever seen such 
eyes before." 

"Eyes ! Black and large, and a full, black beard?" 

Mr. Tremaine was strangely agitated. 

"Eyes that could stare you out of countenance. If 
there is much good in that man. I am mistaken," she 
said with a virtuous sniff. 

Mr. Tremaine crossed over to the library, like a man 
in a dream, shutting the door carefully behind him. 

The stranger was standing in front of one of the 
well-filled book cases, and turned at his entrance. 
What was there, in his appearance, to chill Ralph Tre- 
maine so unaccountably ? A man, not far from his own 
age, perhaps, not looking young, when 3'ou came to ex- 
amine him, but, with a jaunty air, and a certain andacitj 1 
that was not impertinence, and, so, could not be put 
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down* with th£ grave manner of the" othei*. It was not 
a trusty face. You felt, instinctively, that there was 
something furtive and sinister under cvcrj- soft line, 
though an unthinking person would have pronounced 
him handsome, at once. His features were tolerably 
regular, but they had this peculiarity, that, whereas he 
was stout enough for manly contour, and his hands 
so plump, that every joint made a dent, instead of show- 
ing a bone, his features were thin. His nose was 
straight, with thin nostrils; his lips compressed into 
a scarlet line, showing vividty under the fringe of mus- 
tache. His forehead was narrow at the temples, and, 
when his eyelids drooped, you remarked that they were 
thin also. His eyes were quite large, and of a peculiar 
opaque black, with no transparency ; the pupils scarcely 
discernible from the iris. They gave him an unscru- 
pulous look, and were not pleasant to behold. 

Ralph Tremaine felt that here was the man who had 
seen Dora, on the day of her disappearance, and could, 
perhaps, give the latest account of her. Yet he trem- 
bled in every pulse, and could command neither his 
voice nor his thoughts. 

" 1 did not give my name to your — domestic," as if 
he were hardly, sure so commanding a woman could fill 
a subordinate position ; " and yet, you may have heard 
it — Jasper Cameron." 

He knew, in an instant,that Mr. Tremaine had not, 
for he merely made a negative motion of the head. 
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4 ' Is Mrs. Tremaine at home ? ° 

" She is not." 

There was a constriction in Mr. Tremaine's throat, 
and a sadden shiver in every pulse. 

4 ' She left home, on Tuesday," Mr. Cameron continued. 

" She did. I appeal to you to explain the mystery. 
The last tidings I have of her, are that she left the 
railroad depot in your company." 

A certain exultant shadow, for it could not be called 
a smile, crossed Cameron's face. 

"Then she has not volunteered an explanation?" 

"I can endure this suspense no longer. If she is 
alive, if you have any tidings of her, speak, at once," 
Tremaine said in a tone of passionate pain. 

"You have heard nothing?" The face and tone 
were a trifle incredulous. 

"Nothing. In mercy, speak ! " 

" I do not know as my tidings are of a very agree- 
able nature. How much of Dora Verner's history did 
you know, when you married her? " 

Great drops of perspiration stood on Tremaine's 
forehead, and an ague seemed to seize every limb. 

U I knew nothing of her history, save that her moth- 
er's marriage had been veiy unfortunate. Her uncle, 
Mr. Verner, adopted her." 

u Some months, before her adoption she became my 
wife." 

"Impossible!" Mr. Tremaine believed the fellow 
inventing some specious lie. 
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•'Not at all, my dear sir. She admitted the fact, on 
Tuesday. It has been a sad mistake, of course, her 
marriage with you, but she supposed me dead, years 
before." 

"But her youth — she is barety past twenty-one, 
now. No, it cannot be ! " 

The story sounded so utterly improbable. Could 
she have been the wife of another man, and kept the 
secret from him? 

4 'She was very young, not yet fifteen. It was a 
girl's ardent, unreasoning love, if you will; and, as a 
long separation stared us in the face, we decided to 
marry, and keep our secret, being thereby sure of one 
another. I was going to China for three years. On 
the passage out, we were wrecked and most of the crew 
reported lost. I drifted to an island, inhabited only 
by savages, and it was months before any chance of 
escape offered." 

" Yet you did not return ? " 

Ralph Tremaine had an eager, frantic hope of prov 
ing the man's story wrong somewhere. 

" No. It was along while before I found an oppoi 
tunity. 

I was young and full of restless curiosity, I must 
confess, loving travel and adventure. The years 
passed rapidly with me. No answer came to my let- 
ters, and I imagined myself quite forgotten." 

' ' Do you suppose — she heard ? " The question came 
with a gasp. 4git2 
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He could not tell Ralph Trcmainc such a deliberate 
lie, knowing that it would not further his cause. 

"There were a good many changes in her life, just 
then. Her uncle adopted her, and so letters missed. 
It has been an unfortunate affair." 

" Oh, why did you come back ? " Tremaine groaned, 
"She thought you dead, and we were happy. And 
now — ?" 

"She is my wife, of course. The law gives her to 
me, I believe, I find the old regard strong upon me." 

There was a little sneering triumph in this. It stung 
Tremaine keenly. 

"I insist that she shall be produced " he said, in a 
deep, decisive tone. "It i3 as she wills." 

Cameron studied his rival a moment. Men. of this 
stamp were quietly persevering. And, if he could not 
bend Dora Tremaine to his will, it was well that she 
should have no strong ally in this husband, for the 
present, at least. 

"I proposed, on Tuesday*, that we should both seek 
you and have a mutual explanation. I am willing to 
overlook this fatal mistake, and I still love her, as I 
loved the sweet, daring, spirited child. She would not 
agree to this proposal, though since, she has been free 
to write or to come." 

A deathly agony clutched Tremaine's soul. Dora 
stajing away from him to whom she owed the first con- 
fession ! Could she retain any of the old affection for 
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this man ? Oh, the story must be some base, hideous 
lie! 

" I have no proof of all this," he said steadily, trying 
to read the unfathomable eyes of tlje other. 

" Except that she still remains away. I told her 
that I felt it my duty to make this explanation to you, 
though she begged me to delay. Of course, she feels 
that my claim is first ; and then, she is not sure that 
you would forgive, pardon the word, the deception she 
unwittingly used. If she had mentioned her marriage 
with me, this event would not have taken jou so by 
surprise. It is possible that the difference in our posi- 
tions may influence her, somewhat. I am still a com- 
paratively poor man." 

That was a keen thrust, as Jasper Cameron meant 
it should be. But Tremaine turned upon him. 

"You do not know her, at all, if you think that," he 
said, almost savagely. "If she chooses me, it will be 
because she loves me." 

"lam not sure that the right of choice is hers," 
was the almost caustic resp6nse. " I still wish to keep 
her as mine, my wife. I love her. I am willing to care 
for her to the best of my ability. If a court of law 
must decide, my claiift is still a good one. It is not 
my fault that letters misspd." 

Ralph Tremaine groaned aloud. What did this man 
know of love? 

" If you will bring her here," he said brokenly, " and 
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I hear from her lips that she desires — to give me up, I 
will make no further objection. This much I must 
learn positively." 

"If she will come." There was a suggestion of 
doubt in the voice. 

Ralph Tremaine paced the floor in impotent anguish. 

" I may as well say, Mr. Tremaine, that I do not 
mean to relinquish my claim, easily. The law, and this 
woman's free consent, made her my wife, and, although 
you maj' have the most monej r , I think that there is a 
little justice in the land. If she had not felt some 
scruple restraining her, you may imagine that she would 
have flpwn to you, at once." 

Tremaine bowed at this . He could not gainsay its truth . 

"Will you give me her address?" he asked. 

"Excuse me, but in the first place I do not think I 
have any right,without her consent. And since she is 
at liberty to seek you — " 

"Did she know of your coming?" 

" She knew "that I intended to explain — yes. In a 
similar case, I know I should have been wild with sus- 
pense. It was a matter of duty and honor." 

" And she is quite free, you say ? " 

"Entirely so, at present. I should not even attempt 
to influence her." ¥ 

Jasper Cameron ground his white teeth as he said 
this. It was the truth, but it was simply because she 
was no longer in his power. This, his sense of honor 
did not lead him to confess. . Digitized by Google 
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" Then, nothing can be done at present?" Tremaine 
said, in a weak, wandering wa}\ • 

" Mr. Tremaine, we may as well be honest with one 
another. Nothing can ever be done in the sense you 
mean. If you choose to take her back, she can never 
be jxrnr lawful wife, while I am alive. I am not the 
kind of man to die, easil}-, or heaven knows I should 
have been under ground or under water long ago." * 

" Very well." Tremaine drew himself up haughtily, 
and his voice was as clearly cold as a sound heard in 
frosty air. " I have only a message to send. Will 
you tell her that I wish to see j~ouboth,at any time you 
may appoint? The sooner, the better for me." 

Then he bowed loftily. Jasper Cameron felt that he 
was dismissed, and considered that he had made suffi- 
cient impression. He knew of nothing more that 
would advance his cause, just now, and returned the 
courtesy with that indifferent air of his, bordering on 
impertinence. 

" I will deliver your message, as soon as I see her." 

He walked out of the room iu his jaunty fashion. 
Ralph Tremaine did not stir, until he heard the street 
gate 6hut ; then he bowed his head in his hands, over- 
whelmed by the sudden tide of anguish. He really 
could not question the truth of the story, much 
as he desired it, for Dora's continued absence was 
proof of the strongest kind. Indeed, it looked rather 
manly in Cameron to come, he thought, since Dora 
was so unwilling. 
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How many times daring the last few days had he 
gone over the incidents, not only of the week, but of 
their married life ! Dora rarely spoke of the time be- 
fore her adoption. She and her mother had been poor 
— not reduced to bitter extremes, perhaps, but there 
was something about it from which she instinctively 
shrank. He would have been very glad to take eveiy 
little trouble and hardship into his keeping, but this 
she did not appear to desire. There had always been 
something peculiar about her, he confessed to himself. 

The note, then, must have been from Jasper Came- 
ron. This was why she left no message. Had she 
known of it before, and been all along expecting some 
such summons? She had gone to the city and met him, 
and then — Was there some old affection, a long for- 
gotten chord that his appearance electrified into new 
life? " A ghTs unreasoning love," he had said. Per- 
haps Dora Verner had worshipped this man, with the 
strength and passion he had never been able to rouse. 
Most women would pronounce Cameron handsome, and 
his charms must have rendered him inore fascinating 
when youth was added. This was why he had found a 
strange lack in her, a tender grace gone. Yet she 
Certainly was learning to love him, and, on that fatal 
torning, she had been sweeter and dearer than ever 
Jefore. She had said of her own accord — " The wife 
who loves you." 

The sight of Cameron had undone all this, If she 
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Still &tfed most for him, Tremaine, she would hate 
come or written, and told him her side of the story, 
wanting to be judged leniently. He knew he could 
have found it in his heart to forgive, to fight for her, if 
it came to that, to think of some expedient whcrel^ he 
might gain her cause and herself. It was evident that 
Cameron did not mean to yield her easity, but there 
would be some law to right a woman, who had been 
deserted and neglected for nearly seven years. 

She had not come. There was the bitter sting to 
Tremaine. Her soul had swerved in its allegiance, and, 
perhaps, even now she was debating which of the men 
she should choose. That made him angry. Ah Dora, 
your hour of grace passed, then. A most auspicious 
moment, and jet, you were not here to seize it and be 
received into favor, by this man, who was generous to a 
fault, and yet, in some circumstances, resentful and im- 
placable. 

He gave a dreary, hopeless groan. The horrible 
truth stared him in the face with its stern and rugged 
power, because it was so simple. Dora, unable to 
decide which had the deepest claim upon her affections, 
was delaying the crisis. Cameron had hinted that he 
was the richer of the two, but even that had not been 
sufficient to incline Dora towards him. No, she had 
never loved him, and now, doubtless, she felt that it 
would always be an impossibility. 

It appeared to him one of the easiest things in the 
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world for Dora to come and confess the truth. She 
never had the habit of stumbling over little matters, 
or descending to subterfuges, in order to make a thing 
present a smooth appearance. Generally, when she 
was at fault — such events had happened — she owned 
it, in a frank, earnest manner, the moment that she was 
convinced. She had no touchy, sullen „ pride, and 
she did possess a high courage and strict sense of right. 
So he wondered the more at her course, now, and 
although it crashed him to the depths of despair, he 
admitted that there must be some underlying motive. 

He gaspod for breath, as this consciousness asserted 
itself. It was the fell signature to the death warrant 
of his hopes. After Dora had once doubted, once 
compared their claims, leaning to his rival's side, she 
could be nothing to him. A shiver of agony sped 
through every pulse. To have his fabric .of bliss 
dashed down for the second time, was fatal indeed ! 
No after resurrection was possible. 

He groped his way across the room like a man 
stricken blind, holding out his hands uncertainly. All 
the joy and hope of life vanished away, at a blow. 
Dora was not his, something subtler than law had 
interfered. She did not care to come back to him and 
acknowledge her direful mistake, when she must have 
known that he could both pity and forgive. 

He shrank intensely, at this first moment, from facing 
the world. Hush it up, never so quietly, the truth or a 
part of it, must come out, sooner or later. There was 
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a circle of friends and neighbors to be astounded, to 

pity, or, with a certain worldly sagaciousness,fanej' that 

he might have been wiser. He had taken matters very 

much for granted, but it hardly seemed to him possibb 

that Gilbert Verner could have known of this secret 

marriage. 

He went up stairs to Dora's room, and wandered 

about, purposeless. The dress and little slippers had 

been restored to their place. Indeed, since the few 

days of Mrs. Maybin's administration, the apartment 

had taken on a rather prim look. He remembered 

coming home from his mother's funeral, when a boy, 

and finding all her pretty, dainty belongings, that he 

could have kissed with a passion of reverence and 

longing, put out of sight. And so with this. The 

pin-cushion was in rarest order. Generally, there was 

a broach or two, and a pair of ear-rings dangling from 

a pin, a stray ribbon or collar ; for, though she was 

delicately neat with her personal appointments, she 

alwaj r s left some trace of herself behind. Once he 

had laughingly quoted to her — 

"Here's your glove, child, 
Soiled and empty, as you left it, 

Yet your hand's warmth seems to stay 
In it still, as though, this moment, 

You had drawn your hand away." 

But now there was nothing to find. The sense of 
loss and desolation made him shudder. A funeral 
indeed. 
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How many times she had glanced out of this window, 
.and nodded to him, below, in the path ! Here stood 
her red and white willow work basket, with a napkin 
spread carefully over it. Mrs. Maybin, feeling that 
she had no right to reduce it to order, had covered the 
•disorder. Between the housekeeper and her mistress, 
this had been a rather contested point, until, one day 
Dora petulantly broke out with — 

" Mrs. Maybin, I do not want you to touch a single 
thing in my room ! When I wish them taken care of, I 
can do it." And so the poor woman had withstood a 
very strong temptation, in Mrs. Tremaine's absence. 

Presently, Mr. Tremaine wandered down again. 
Part of- the truth must be told, and he was not a man 
to shift off until to-morrow, the responsibility that 
belongs to to-day. 

"Mrs. Maybin," he said, summoning her; Mrs. 
Tremaine may be absent for some time. Everything 
will go on just the same as usual." 

She knew, by the hollow tone and ashen gray face, 
that something very unusual had occurred — but the 
face and voice alike, forbade questioning. 

As he went feebly down the broad avenue, he glanced 
back. What was it that touched him with so keen a 
pang? Saddest of all, the roses at the summer-house 
were blossoming quite unnoticed. A month ago, she 
had said — 

" I shall be so glad when roses come ! " 
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CHAPTER V. 

jaspek Cameron's experiment. 

BOMETIME before, Jasper Cameron had gone 
down the same path, softly whistling an air 
from Fra Diavolo. He had found a car at the 
right moment, and was speedily whirled to New York. 
All the time, he had been thinldng intently, and a close 
observer might have remarked the perplexed lines visi- 
ble on his brow, and appearing to change with every 
thought. Truth to tell, he was in a most anxious state 
of mind. To-day he must take a bold step in the 
dark. 

He placed a curious reliance upon fate. He was a 
man to work with the most unscrupulous and unswerv- 
ing fidelity, while events were in his hands; but when 
he could no longer control them, he gave an indifferent 
nod around, as if he defied all the world, thinking, 
since he could not help nor hinder, thousands of others 
were as impotent. The event would be unfolded pres- 
ently, and he would stand ready to seize the most im- 
portant fragment and give it his impress, immediately. 
He was sure of one thing — Dora Tremaine would not 
go back to her husband, which, after all, was in his 
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favor, as it hardly appeared probable that Tremaine 
could find her. If he could keep them apart for some time 
to come, it would be an advantage, for she, frightened, 
and occupied with her own troubles, would hardly think 
of anything beyond. And Mr. Tremaine was the kind 
of man to take a hard blow quietly — not run around 
the world showing his wounds. 

" I will see what can be done with Colby," he said 
to himself, after some fruitless wanderings about the 
city. 

Mr. Leonard Colby was a lawyer by profession — 
but of late years, he bad taken to dabbling in stocks 
and real estate. His chief business room wore a brisk 
air; with the two clerks, who always had their hands full, 
and referred every chance comer to the inner office,, 
with an air that seemed to say, that their very life de- 
pended upon the rapidity with which they went about 
their duties. 

The second room was large, well lighted, and more 
orderly. Mr. Oldson, a thin, middle-aged man, who 
wore glasses, and peered furtively over the tops of 
them, always sat at a high desk, but turned quickly at 
every step, and seemed ever on the alert. It was his 
duty to attend to all customers, except some one who 
had special business with his superior. Mr. Colby had 
a desk on the opposite side of the room, and you could 
generally find him here, during business hours. 

Cameron ran the gauntlet of the clerks and Mr. Old- 
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son. Mr. Colby glanced up and nodded, in a measured, 
as well as peculiar fashion. There was no frank wel- 
come" in his face, neither the kind of authoritative 
distance, such men fall into the habit of using. It 
was, rather, as if he wished Cameron thousands of miles 
away, but had no power to send him there. Seeing it, 
the visitor smiled, inwardly. 

Mr. Colby was a man of fifty, or thereabouts, mod- 
erately stout, well looking, with a high forehead, bald 
at the top. Both hair and beard, which had been 
rather sandy in their prime, were now well grizzled, 
but inclining to yellow, not the patriarchal snowy tint. 
His features were regular, somewhat delicate, indeed, 
his upper-lip very short, and curved in a peculiar man- 
ner. It gave the whole face an expression of weak- 
ness, as if he might be easily overcome by any power- 
ful temptation. And yet, on the whole, Mr. Colby 
stood very fair with his fellow men. A good, hearty, 
honorable person, who had prospered deservedly. 
Now and then he drove a hard bargain, but he took 
good care that it should be in a quarter where it would 
not affect his reputation. 

" Good-morning," Cameron said, jauntily. 

Cottty motioned him to a seat, returning the saluta- 
tion in a most courteous manner. 

4 'Fine day," Cameron began, glancing out of the 
window nonchalantly, and yet, not a movement of the 
other's face escaped him. 
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4 'Yes. Any news?" 

There was a studied indifference in Colby's tone, and 
he took up some papers, as if he were about to look 
them over. 

Cameron gave a light, meaning laugh, that grated on 
his listener's ears. 

Cfc Yes, news in abundance, but, maybe, you will not 
think it of the right sort." Then he tilted his chair a 
trifle, and looked as if he meant to have a long, comfort- 
able conference. 

Mr. Colby glanced furtively at Mr. Oldson. Now, 
he did not mean that his book-keeper should hear one 
word of the conversation, but he wished to convince 
Mr.. Cameron that all the world might listen with im- 
punity. Of course he failed altogether. 

" Well," Cameron said, with another irritating 
laugh, " I suppose settlements will be forthcoming at 
the right date. I was proposing to Mrs. — " 

Colby started, suddenty. 

" I think we will take the private office, Mr. Came- 
ron. Oldson, I do not want to be interrupted." 

This was such an ordinary occurrence, that Oldson 
bowed without raising his eyes from the ledger. But 
Mr. Colby, nervous and ill at ease, felt afraid that 
every act had a prominent significance that might, one 
day, be brought against him. 

The private office was a very cosy little place, con- 
taining a leathern covered lounge, and reclining chair. 
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Jasper Cameron took the former. It was his principle 
to enjoy all the ease he could find in this life. Mr. 
f'olby indulged in several turns across the room, with 
his hands clasped behind him. His visitor seemed in 
no haste to break the silence. 

44 Cameron ," he began at length, " is jour — is — 
Mrs.—" 

44 The wife of two husbands, you mean. I suppose 
she is really Mrs. Cameron. My claim is first &nd 
strongest, and I mean to enforce it." 

There was a look about the man's face, that was not 
pleasant to behold. 

44 Is she in the city ? " 

4 4 She is. Since Tuesday she has been in my keeping." 

44 And does she mean—- 1 would like to see her, 
Cameron." 

The younger laughed again. 

44 If I produce her before the first of September, it 
will be in sufficient time." 

Colby's face changed from pale to red. If he could 
only know just where his adversarj' meant to strike ! 
lie cat down, but moved about uneasily, debating how 
he could best make Cameron show his hand. 

Suddenly the other started up. 

44 Colbj," he said, 44 we may as well be fair and 
honest with each other. You have a great deal at 
stake, so have I, only I cannot lose anything, and 
with 30U it is — ruin ! " 
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That smile was enough to madden any one ! 
" Mr. Cameron, you jump at conclusions." 
" Not without some authority, it must be confessed. 
We have been beating about the bush, trying to make 
each other commit himself, and the result is, we stand 
about where we did a fortnight ago. I will tell you 
what I know. This trust was confided to your care by 
a dying man, who, at the last moment, verifying the 
oldT adage that blood is thicker than water, left his 
property to a graceless son whom he had previously 
discarded, or to his heirs, should there be any. The 
lawyer who drew up the will was the old man's most 
intimate friend, and if, after using every effort to find 
the heirs, they were not forthcoming, in a certain number 
of years, the trust lapsed to the lawyer. He did take 
considerable trouble in the beginning, but presently 
hecame quite well satisfied that they were dead, and as 
was but natural, looked upon himself as sole possessor 
of this fortune. We will suppose that he bias used it 
conscientiously, making the most of it, and yet, it has 
given him a certain power and position. People believe 
him a rich man. He supports his family in handsome 
style, enjoys the good things of this world and the 
esteem of his compeers. But it is undeniably true 
that, as a poor man, he must lose much of this prestige. 
Now the lost heir has come to light. If, on or before 
the third day of September, he is able to pay over 
principal and interest, all ma3 r be well with Mm. The 
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heir might demand the profit he has made by fortunate 
investments, but she, or they, will be satisfied with 
legal interest." 

Leonard Colby's face had grown grayer and grayer. 
He felt that he was in the grasp of a hard enemy, for 
all the graceful and smiling exterior. 

" You may as well confess, Colby, that it would ruin 
you to pay this sum." 

" It will," he said hoarsely. " If you want the con- 
fession; take it. Nay, worse still, it will leave me in 
debt. I have not been as fortunate as you think." 

" In debt." Cameron whistled a stave of music,low 
and thoughtfully. 

" Why did you send for Mrs. Tremaine?" he asked 
at length. 

The lawyer's face flushed, and he cast a sudden, 
questioning glance upon his adversary. 

" Yes, I know that. There is very little concerning 
her but what I have learned, or can learn. She is my 
wife, you remember." 

"Tremaine will not give her up!" the lawyer said 
defiantly. " When a man of his stamp marries a poor, 
young girl, you may be sure there is love at the bottom 
of it." 

" She was by no means beggarly. Her uncle left* 
her some ten or twelve thousands. Why were you so 
anxious to see her?" 

Colby was silent. - ; .. 
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" Your note went safely enough. She came to New 
York, but I was waiting at the depot. There was a 
pretty surprise, to be sure, but I found her quite tract- 
able." 

"Has she seen Tremaine?" 

"She has not. You may imagine that the pretty 
little lady feels that she is in something of a difficulty. 
As for Tremaine — " and Cameron snapped his fingers 
disdainfully. 

"Does he not know?" 

"He does. I proposed to Madame Dora that we 
should both make him a call, but she declined.. This 
morning I had the honor of an interview, during which 
I explained to him the exceedingly delicate position of 
the lady, and also that I did not intend to relinquish 
my claim." 

"What does she say? Cameron, it is not at all 
possible that she can give up Tremaine without a strug- 
gle, and go back to a man who has — " 

"Well, out with it — a man who has had the misfor- 
tune to be cast away among savages and reported dead, 
and who from one cause or another, has failed to put in an 
appearance until this present time. Of course she was 
surprised. I stated my intentions, as I had the law 
on my side." 

"I am not so sure of that \" returned Mr. Colby. 
"If the case were left for a jury to decide, and Mr. 
Tremaine urged a pretty strong claim — " 
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Cameron laughed. 

"Tremaine will not urge any thing,my dear fellow. 
She has very discreetly kept this episode to herself, 
and understands that a man once deceived is not likely 
to go into the fight so earnestly." 

"What do you expect to do?" the lawyer asked 
slowly. 

Cameron gave an indifferent glance around as he 
replied-^- 

4 4 We have not settled upon all our plans yet. Colbj*, 
there is a suggestive and tempting fragrance of cigars 
about this little den. You will notobject to my smoking." 

He lighted his cigar in a dainty, indifferent manner, 
and puffed out a slight blue wreath of smoke. 

44 Cameron, I believe you are the devil !" 

4 'Thank you, my dear fellow, but I am minus the 
horns and hoofs as yet. And now, if it is not imperti- 
nent, may I inquire if you had any special business with 
Mrs. Tremaine?" 

44 1 must see her, of course. She must prove her 
identity before her claini is acknowledged." 

44 After the confession I have produced, and the 

witnesses I can bring, there can be no question raised, 

I think. But you shall see her. The day on which 

I bring her, I shall commence proceedings, but I will 

not be hard upon you, Colby. You shall have a few 

^yeeks in which to make the change gracefully." 
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The lawyer groaned. All this time his enemy had 
been eyeing him warily, feeling a sort of mental pulse 
and watching for an auspicious moment. 

"It will be a hard thing, Colby, I feel half tempted 
to give you a chance." 

Colby seemed to grasp at some help instinctively. 

"Yes, I could do it very easily," in a musing manner 
as i£ to himself. " I am not sure but it would he better 
all round." 

The strain was telling severely upon Mr. Colby. 
His eyes had a filmy, bloodshot look, and his face was 
absolutely growing haggard. Jasper Cameron enjoyed 
aH these marks of anguish with a peculiar zest, won- 
dering how much longer the man's strength would sus- 
tain him. He would have made an admirable judge of 
the inquisition, and delighted in fine, keen tortures. 

" Cameron, I will tell you the truth. I wanted to 
see her to bespeak her sympathy. It is not an easy 
matter for a man of my age to give up every dollar and 
begin the world anew. If I stood alone, but I have a 
wife and children. And if she would — give me a little 
time — if there could be some partial compromise for 
the present — " 

"My dear fellow, you should have come to head* 
quarters at once." 

This insolent patronage was most aggravating. Colby 
felt tempted to order him out of the office, then he 
remembered that he was at Cameron's mercy. 
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" Yes. Make your proposals to me. Mrs. Tremaine 
does not know a syllable of the affair." 

Leonard Colby started in surprise. 

"It is in my hands altogether. Every paper, every 
vestige of proof. If I chose I could extinguish Dora 
Tremaine's claim like that ; " . and he knocked the ashes 
from the end of his cigar. 

Colby pressed his hand to his throbbing temples. 
If the claim could be extinguished. 

"After all," he said, " as to Mrs. Tremaine, she was 
in very comfortable circumstances. Tremaine will be 
a rich man." 

" Yes." Cameron knew the subtle temptation was 
working. " I do not know but I have made a dolt of 
myself. Ten chances to one if she will be grateful to 
me when it is all through. Working for nothing is not 
to my taste." 

" She does not love you, Cameron?" 

"Well, it is not to be expected that she would in 
three days' time. She was frantic enough as a girl, 
though, and perhaps I can kindle the old embers into 
a flame when she finds that her wings are clipped." 

"I do not know what arts you used then, Cameron, 
but I should pity the woman who was in your power 
now." 

" Well, Dora' Tremaine is. What will you offer md 
to let my bird go?" 
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There was a diabolical, sneering smile on the hand- 
some face, that made Colby shudder. 

"No, Cameron, I will not wrong a defenceless 
woman." 

' * Virtuous, eh ? Very well. I have been thinking if 
anybody would buy me off, and possibly she might, but 
in that case she would want about all her fortune. I 
would take my part and go into a strange land. Riot- 
ous living is not much of a bugbear to me. I take it 
rather easy." 

" You do not mean, Cameron — " 

"I mean that, for a sufficient compensation, I would 
destroy the proofs I hold, securely enough." 

" And you propose that I shall buy them?" 

" Yes, for kindlings. A jolly fire they would make. 
Just as you like however. I am safe enough either way." 

"Suppose Mrs. Tremaine refuses to live with you, 
and prefers taking care of her fortune herself? " 

"I shall make my bargain beforehand. And if I 
cannot beguile her with my winning tongue, I may be 
able to offer her an inducement in the shape of freedom. 
If I chose to oppose, it would be very difficult for her 
to obtain legal liberty. And I shall, if it suits me. I 
think I could play the devoted and distressed lover to 
perfection." 

Colby felt that he hated the man. 

"I am sorry Mrs. Tremaine is in your power," he 
replied with a fervent sincerity. 

Digitized by VjOOQ lC 



THE TIDE OF FATE. *]l 

Cameron laughed again. 

"Well," he said, " if you are so interested in her 
behalf, buy me off. She can get a divorce quietly and 
re-marry Tremaine, and there will be no great harm 
done. I wish I had thought of that before. However, 
time is up. I have another engagement, so I will drop 
in again in the course of a day or two, and if you insist 
then upon my producing proofs and heir, I am at your 
service." 

With this he nodded carelessly to Colby and saun- 
tered out. He gave Oldson a sort of familiar stare, 
and went gayly down the steps, emerging into the nar- 
row street. 

"I think the thing will work," he said to himself 
exultantly. 
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HEFT to himself, Leonard Colby glanced fur- 
tively around, as if to make certain that he was 
quite alone. Then he unlocked a drawer to 
which he never allowed any other person access, and 
took out a small memorandum book. Page after page 
was covered with fine figures. Ten days ago he had 
computed themfor the first time. Ten days.! It seemed 
years instead. 

He went over them carefully now. No mistake. 
Everything was exact to a farthing. Then he looked 
at the aggregate in dismay, and groaned. Everything 
swept away ! 

When he undertook this trust, he did not believe there 
could be a claimant. Giles Walsingham's son had mar- 
ried to be sure, though, as the woman was hot one to be 
proud of, the fact had at first been denied. A hand- 
some, indolent, graceless fellow, disinherited by his 
father, rambling off no one knew whither, and whether 
dead or alive, none could tell. He had quarrelled with 
his spirited wife, and she had taken their child into her 
sole care and keeping. Once Giles found her and made 
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overtures — that she should give up the child, a bright, 
engaging boy, but she refused utterly. Shortly after- 
ward she announced to him that she had become the 
mother of a second child, and from that time he never 
heard a word. 

Old Giles lived a miser, but at his death ties of blood 
re-asserted their sway. Leonard Colby had gained a 
peculiar influence over him, was in fact his one friend, 
so he left his fortune in trust for these grandchildren if 
they could be found. If no one appeared to claim the 
fortune, it was to revert to the lawyer. 

Colby had endeavored earnestly in the beginning to 
discover these missing heirs, not because he was so 
anxious for their appearance — he was appointed their 
guardian as well, but he did want to be assured that no 
one had a claim to interfere with his. He looked at it 
with longing eyes, though he meant to be honest and 
upright and restore to the uttermost. 

As years passed on, possession grew into a certainty. 
He began to use the money for his own convenience 
and advancement. It was a line thing to be a prosper * 
ous man. He built a handsome house, gave several 
elegant dinners in the course of the season, and allowed 
his wife many expensive indulgences. He had a good 
deal of pride and liked to see his wife the centre of an 
admiring group ; besides, it pleased him to be praised 
for his good taste, his wines, and his horses. He was 
a man of note, and he found others deferring to him as 
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if they placed the greatest confidence in his judgment. 

The principal, it is true, was in different investments, 
comparatively untouched, and yielding a very fine in- 
come. He had been allowed a certain sum each year 
for the care and trouble it might cause him ; but feel- 
ing so sure of it all, he had gone on spending the profits 
as fast as they accrued. Had this trust been taken out, 
he would have proved only a moderately successful man, 
without the ability to indulge in palaces or costly din- 
ners. Set aside this sum with the accumulated inter- 
est, and it swallowed everything he had. 

He had treated Jasper Cameron's story at first as a 
pure myth, but the claimant had produced indisputable 
proofs. With all his swagger and insolence, Cameron 
was not one to be lightly bullied. He kept to his point 
in a most convincing manner, and Colby really dared 
not bring it to an open issue at present. 

In three months more, his right would have been be- 
yond question. "What evil fate had brought this man 
back just now ! Turn wherever he would, ruin stared 
him in the face. 

True, Cameron had half proposed a compromise. 
Would Mrs. Tremaine carer for this fortune when it was 
to blight her whole life? He had met Tremaine in a 
business way, and seen his wife a few times in society, 
and they appeared to him a very happy couple. Doubt- 
less she could obtain legal freedom in spite of Cameron, 
but it would be a hard battle, bringing them both into 
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unenviable notoriety, and perhaps not enabling her to 
lived honorably with Tremaine. Was not her case worth 
considering? 

His plan had been to see her alone and inform her of 
the fortune, in a manner that would reflect much credit 
upon himself, and enlist her sympathy. He proposed 
to array her against their mutual ene^r, Cameron, and 
if she had any gratitude, she could not be hard upon 
him. This had looked very fair as he thought it over, 
but fate intervened and threw her into Cameron's 
hands, or she had gone there herself. She might 
.have an old penchant for her first lover. Cameron had 
proposed that they should come together, but Colby had 
put off the interview, hoping in some manner to outwit 
his adversary. 

He was not sure, but that it would be the best move 
to go at once to Tremaine tod explain the whole mat- 
ter. If, in most cases, people did not fancy their in- 
tricate judgment so much superior to plain, straight- 
forward truth, how much it would simplify all our deal- 
ings. We get confused in an endless mass of plans 
and doubts, in the vain endeavor to find an easier path 
out of the difficulty. And as Mr. Colby thought of 
this; there was also the phantom of irremediable loss, 
which he shrank from with weakness and bitterness of 
soul. 

He returned to the main office about noon. Oldson 
took his hat and went out for some lunch. Be did n< 
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want any, and yet he felt sick and faint. His usually 
keen mind seemed wandering in every direction, and 
those figures he had been computing, danced before his 
eyes in grotesque shapes. Ruin ! It was not a pleasant 
thought. Perhaps it would be best to temporize awhile. 
At the la«^ he could but give up everything. 

It was a trying, wearisome day. Mr. Colby went 
home early, for he began to hate the sight of every ob- 
ject in the office. He stopped a horse car, for the day 
was warm, and he felt exceedingly tired. 

A friend nodded to him from the opposite side, and 
as there was plenty of room, came over and took a seat 
beside him. 

"So, Mortimer's gone under!" was the remark, 
after a few common-place sentences. 

"No! has he? Poor fellow ! " 

Mr. Colby experienced a strange sympathy with the 
ruined man. 

"Yes — but I do not know that he deserves anj' one's 
pity. I wish there was a public sentiment strong enough 
to hold such men guilty of actual crime. Now here is 
Mortimer with liabilities between fifty and sixty thou- 
sand dollars, and assets that probably will not cover 
five thousand. . In tight times, when a man has loss 
upon loss, and fate makes a dead set against him, there 
seems some excuse — but in this case, it is a positive 
swindle. We might have been in for a considerable 
amount, but I took good care of that. I had a sus- 
picion that things were going that way," 
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" But what happened? n 

fci 0h, nothing. Two years ago Mortimer's credit 
was first rate. I thought him one of our most prom- 
ising young business men. Then he married that Miss 
Wylie, with a pretty face, and no brains, and they 
started off at a high rate. Of course he knew he could 
not afford a fast horse and all manner of luxuries, and 
th?t they must be had out of other men's money. So 
he has had them, and now his friends must pay the 
piper. He ought to be sent to the State Prison." 

" You are hard on him, Tilden." 

" But it is a simple matter of right and justice. You 
and I have worked hard for our money, Colby, and we 
did not come to a grand house and all that until we 
could afford it. We do not make a great show on bor- 
rowed capital, that we know we can never pay. There 
is too much of this in tlje world. For one man who 
fails through misfortunes which cannot be averted, there 
are twenty that do it through downright dishonesty. 
When a man is spending a dollar that does not belong 
to him, and that he does not know how to replace, he 
is a rogue. We complain a good deal about looseness 
in financial matters, and then slip over such fellows as 
Mortimer. It is a shame, I say — and I am resolved 
to call things by their right names. Why, I would as 
soon a man should put his hand in my pocket, as to get 
my money any other way, when he knows he can not 
repay it." 
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Mr. Tilden had talked himself out of breath and fed 
in the face. Mr. Colby listened with a shivering sen- 
sation, for Tilden was one of his warmest friends. Yet 
he had been spending the money of others, doing the 
thing that all upright men must condemn. 

" You do not look very well, Colby." 

And the other gave him an anxious glance. 

" No, I — that is — I havebegn very busy, and have 
a headache," and Colby dropped his eyes. Not be- 
cause of the excuse, for it was true enough, but he had 
a miserable, guilty feeling. 

" You take it rather hard. You ought to go off some 
where with your family and have a rest ; for, Colby, I 
think such steady-going old chaps as we, are sorely 
needed amongst the fast and loose players of the pres- 
ent day ; so it will hardly do for us to wear out." 

Mr. Colby gave a sickly smile. 

" Gad ! When I think of all the dishonesty and vil- 
lainy there is in the world, I am glad I have no son to 
disgrace me. Young men are risky property." 

Mr. Colby was glad to reach his journey's end. Gen- 
erally, he enjoyed Tilden's brisk, clever, and far-sighted 
talk — to-day it almost drove him wild. 

He had a square or two to walk, and the shade was 
cooling and grateful. Yes, his was a handsome house, 
brown-stone, rich, and all its appointments in keeping. 
It had a good, solid look. How could he exchange it 
for a common-place in one some inferior street, full of 
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Wagons, dirt, and brawling children. Poor folks had 
not much choice, they must live as they could. 

Here was the vestibule with cool marble tiling, rose- 
wood doors and ground glass. And here the hall 
with its soft carpet, the broad staircase, the spacious 
parlors, the inviting looking library. From the luxuri- 
ous tete-a-tete sprang up a bright, eager girl, who 
clasped her arms around his neck. 

" Oh, papa, how nice of you to come home so early ! 
Mamma has gone out, though. Mrs. Ayrault was here 
to lunch ; and, papa, she wants us to join with her and 
take a lovely cottage at Lake George. There is so 
little style and refinement about watering places now, 
unless you can have your own place, except for a week 
or two at Newport. But the Murrays and the Tread- 
wells are going to Lake George, and they are very 
aristocratic." 

Mr. Colby sighed a little. 

"What is the matter? — are you not well? You 
look tired to death. Papa, are you not rich enough 
to give up business?" 

"Hardly, my darling, unless we retire on cottage 
fare." 

"Well I do not like that, except Lake George", a 
little while in the summer. Papa, Arthur was here 
this morning." And with that Isabel Colby blushed. 

" Well— did you repent?" 

" No, papa." The blushes grew deeper. 
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"It is settled finally. He is to start for Europe on 
the first day of September, Wednesday that is. And 
now, papa, that you are going to have me only three 
months longer, hardly that, you must be ever so good 
to me." 

He kissed her fondly. He did love his bright, win- 
some darling. 

" What can I do for you ?" he said involuntarily. 

" Just now I think we will go out and take a drive. 
It will do you a world of good. I will order the horses 
and go for my hat, while you rest a bit." 

She danced away, sweet tyrant that she was. He 
threw hiinself into an easy chair, glancing at ber 
future. She was to make a very brilliant marriage 
shortly. He could not accuse Arthur Harleigh of 
being mercenary in the slightest degree, but he knew 
that Isabel, in any inferior station, would never have 
met and attracted such a man. She loved him very 
dearly. For her sake he would like all things to go on 
smoothly. Then there were four younger ones, his two 
boys of whom he was so proud, his sweet Nelly, and 
gay, sparkling Leonore, who was worthy of as fair a 
fate as her sister. And yet, he must plunge them all 
into the depths of trouble and despair. 

Isabel returned presently, looking very lovely in her 
dainty hat and elegant carriage shawl, that fell around 
her shoulders like a delicate cloud. She was so tender 
and attentive, that every moment her father's heart 
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smote him the more bitterly. Could he have helped 
the misfortune, even years ago? He might steadily 
have kept to his own income, and, living in a moderate 
way, there would be no great sacrifice to make when the 
day of reckoning came. 

Isabel chatted in her pretty, girlish fashion, of her 
lover and many little plans. What if the dreams never 
came true? It would be dastardly in a man to break 
his troth plight with a girl for such a cause, yet hun- 
dreds of men had done it since the world had stood. 
Mrs. Harleigh was exceedingly proud and aristocratic, 
and possesed great influence over her son. 

During the evening, the plan of their summer flitting 
was discussed. Mrs. Colby h$d long since ceased to 
consider a little expense, more or less. The children 
must have some country recreation, they ail needed a 
pleasant home, and this cottage plan would give them 
the desired seclusion. They would shop and take 
with them a seamstress, while the dresses could be left 
at Madame Moreau's, so Isabel's trousseau would be 
in process of completion. 

Mr. Colby listened. That he could do anything 
beside listen and assent, never once entered his life's 
mind. 

"I do not see why you might not as well spend a 

month with us," she said when her own plans had been 

explained. "You are looking quite worn, and need 

some rest. I do not see any use of men, when they 

6 
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are in comfortable circumstances, working away the 
best years of their lives." 

"Oh Papa, that will be delightful ! " exclaimed 
Isabel, warmly. "We do not know when we can all 
be together again, and this summer ought to be very, 
very happy." % 

" I trust it will prove so to you all," he replied, ris- 
ing and kissing her, for it seemed as if listening to 
their dreams of the days to come would drive him wild. 
They knew nothing of the horrible ruin, staring him in 
the face. How could he tell them ? 

Oh, if there could be some compromise ! If one felt 
sure that this Dora Tremaine was the grandchild of 
Giles Walsingham; but although there was sufficient 
legal proof, he did not feel convinced. The law would, 
in all probability, declare her the heir, and hand her 
over to the tender mercies of Jasper Cameron. 

Surely he had a right to do the best he could for 
himself, and just now he felt like making a hard fight 
of it. Cameron meant to look out for self. Little 
did he care for Dora Tremaine's welfare ; but there 
might be something he, Colby, could do for her. His 
conscience told him that the most honorable course 
would be to go to Ralph Tremaine at once, but fear 
determined him toward another interview with Jasper 
Cameron. 
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CHAPTER VII, 

DORA. 

flHEN Dora Tremaine left her husband's home, 
less than a week before, she dropped the strange 
note she had received in her card-case for safe 
keeping, and amused herself with the possible sugges- 
tions her husband might make. They would go together 
of course, and solve the mystery, which could not be 
anything remarkable. 

And yet a strange misgiving stole over Dora. What 
if some old ghost of the past, a past, Ralph Tremaine 
knew nothing of, should rise there and confront her? 
Why had she not confessed, as soon as she knew that 
the secret had been kept from him ! And then she 
remembered the hundred little events that had seemed 
to delay the 'confidence until now. He must be told. 
Latterly, it had grown into a positive burthen, and there 
had been hours, when she hated the very thought of it. 
If she could only blot it out and take up her life where 
it had commenced with her uncle Gilbert, feeling quite 
as free as most girls of her age. 

She was at her journey's end presently, and left the 
car in a lingering fashion, as if some dreaded phantom 
lurked on the outside. If she could once feel safe in 
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Ralph's presence, and have his honest, kindly eyes 
smiling upon her, clasp his- hand, and assure herself 
that his great generous heart could forgiye that girlish 
mistake, no sin in itself, but only in the fatal secrecy 
that had surrounded it. 

She was the last one to step from the car. Most of 
the passengers were at the upper end of the platform 
already. Here and there a solitary, detached figure ; 
one, not far from her, who took a gtep and stood di- 
rectly before her. 

Dora glanced up. 

"Mrs. Tremaine, I believe," the person said. 

That face and that voice ! Could the dead rise from 
their graves in the ocean ! 

Dora Tremaine's head swam round in vague terror. 
The street and the throngs of human beings looked in- 
finitesimal. Yet she did not faint or shriek. Jasper 
Cameron was prepared for either emergency. 

" I think 3 r ou remember me ! " 
- There was something peculiar in the man's voice, a 
kind of latent power which seemed to deprive her of 
the strength necessary to war against him. 

i 4 God help me ! " she moaned. ' ' I believed you dead 
years ago ! " 

" So I supposed. You see I give you the credit of 
not desiring to commit intentional bigamy." 

Her face, that had been deathly white before, flushed 
ieeply, and her frame trembled violently, q 
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" I had news of your death/' she returned, rallying 
her strength. 

" News of the wreck, you mean," he corrected with 
a kind of offensive politeness. 

44 And through all \hese years you have preserved 
silence! Oh, Jasper! why? why?" 

44 1 thought your love would be as true and change- 
less as mine." 

Something in his expression chilled the very blood 
in her veins. Did he still love her? Oh Heavens ! 

44 1 have married, as you know, for you called me by 
my name. That I believed you dead, you can scarcely 
doubt. And now — " 

44 We cannot discuss the subject fairly here ; " and he 
glanced suspiciously around. "I am entirely at your 
sendee in any place that you prefer. Mr. Colby's office 
was mentioned in the note — " and his dark eyes 
scanned her face narrowly as, making a bold stroke, he 
added — 44 or your present husband's place of business, 
if you would feel more at home there." 

She thrust out her hands as if to grasp at some sup- 
port. Go to Ralph Tremaine with this man, whom she 
feared as much as she hated, and being bound soul and 
body as it were, in his presence, rendered unable to 
justify herself or make one tender appeal, her cause 
she felt would be lost. She knew how very just and 
upright Mr. Tremaine was, and this tale of deception 
would shock him so at the first nomwt^ 
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"This Mr. Colby? — " 

Her voice faltered and stopped. Oh ! if she only 
knew what to do in this horrible strait ! 

Mr. Cameron had learned or suspected one thing for 
which he had hardly dared to hope. It was evident 
that Dora had kept her first marriage a secret from Mr. 
Tremaine. She could not have played a better card 
for him. 

"Mr. Colby is a warm personal friend of mine, a 
lawyer. I went to him for advice immediately. Of 
course, the law is all on my side." 

He uttered this with a peculiar smile. Every mo- 
ment the man's power seemed to grow upon her. She 
shivered with terror and indignation. 

" The law may be," she said, " but right and justice 
are not. To stay away for years is as much of a de- 
ception, as if you had sworn to a deliberate falsehood. 
You knew that I must have heard of your death I " 

" Hush," he said, more gently, " or we shall have an 
interested audience. If you prefer talking to me alone, 
before you see anyone, let us seek some secluded 
place. Perhaps it would be as well to understand one 
another." 

Almost unconsciously she took a few steps beside 
him, down the platform. 

" It is a pleasant day," he said, " and in a few mo- 
ments we can drive up to the Park. Rambling around 
there we shall feel quite free from observation, and can 
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discuss these points more at length. I assure yon that 
I do not intend to spoil my cause by violence or any 
underhand trickery." 

He looked so honorable, as he uttered this, that for a 
moment her doubts and fears were quieted. It was 
better to walk there, where she could summon assist- 
ance if anj- were needed, than to go to a lawyer's 
office, of whom she knew nothing. And after she un- 
derstood his designs, she could the better prepare a 
defence. 

Since early morn, Jasper Cameron had been concoct- 
ing plans in his mind, and laid them so adroitljythat if 
one failed he could take up another without being at all 
disconcerted. Little did Mrs. Tremaine suppose that 
this particular hackman, sitting so indifferently upon 
his box, was but following orders. She did not see the 
two exchange glances. 

"This is about as fair a specimen as any," Cameron 
said, giving it a hasty glance. 

" Never mind, driver," as the man offered to dis- 
mount. " To the Park, immediately." 

Jasper Cameron made a pretence of assisting Mrs. 
Tremaine, but she passed by his proffered hand with 
loft}' scorn. And when the door was shut, a great 
agony of terror fell upon her. The stories she had 
heard of persons being entrapped into private mad 
houses rushed over her, and then she smiled fearlessly. 
With this open window between her and the world, 
there would be assistance within call. 
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It did not make much difference to Cameron what 
Mrs. Tremaine did, after the conversation he proposed 
to have with her. So far, fortune had favored him. 
He had intercepted the plans of that rascal Colby, as 
he termed him, and here was Dora, read} 7 to listen to 
him first. He came out pretty generally on the win- 
ning side. 

Mrs. Tremaine watched him with trembling anxiety. 
Happily the ride was short. They paused at one of the 
entrances, and the driver sprang down. 

Jasper Cameron thrust a card in his hand beside the 
bank note. It contained instructions for him to be at 
the same point in about an hour, and wait in the 
vicinity. His services might be needed, or possibly 
not, the pay would be the same in either case. 

There were a few loungers about, and in the distance 
a number of vehicles driving slowly. There was a fine 
breeze, and the heat was not intense, so they saun- 
tered slowly down the walk. Not a word had been 
exchanged during their drive. Indeed, Dora's brain 
seemed in a helpless whirl. At one moment Cameron's 
sudden appearance was too monstrous for belief, but 
she had only to look and recognize him. Except that he 
had grown older, they might have parted yesterday, for 
any change in him. And he had assured himself 
thoroughly of Dora Tremaine's identity, so that when 
the moment came he might be prepared. 

i 'Well," he said at length, turning into a narrow, 
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shaded path, "we can talk quite at our ease. Of 
course you must know that I am most anxious, for 
some expression of your feelings towards me." 

She turned suddenly, her face aflush, her eyes 
dilated and sparkling, and in a deep, steady voice she 
said — 

"If you will have it, the truth is best. Jasper 
Cameron, I hate you with every pulse and fibre of my 
nature, from the strongest to the weakest ! If I were 
free to-day and you came back with a princely fortune, 
neither it, nor you, would tempt me. But I belong to 
another. Nothing can ever tear that love out of my 
soul. You may subject me to a bitter, agonizing trial, 
but I tell you in the beginning, that you can never 
create a spark of tenderness or pity within me. If you 
are wise, or have any remnant of manhood left, you 
will let me go my way." 

She stood there in such a glow of beauty and dignity 
that Cameron was strangely moved. For a moment, 
he felt inclined to make a desperate fight for supremacy. 
Once he had roused all her girlish love, but he had a 
dim misgiving that the girl and the woman were quite 
different. In that old time of youth, he had not been 
altogether wise. He realized it now. 

" Remember that J am still your husband ;" and 
there was a lingering sound in the voice that chilled 
Dora to the depths of her soul, a kind of suppressed 
power that would not prove a pleasant subject of con- 
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templation. "Let me make out my case. You loved 
me then. You were ready enough to marry me." 

She interrupted him with an indignant gesture — 

" Stop ! " she exclaimedvehemently. — " You remem- 
ber how you persuaded and entreated. It was an act 
of girlish madness. In those days, you possessed a 
singular authority over me, but I consented only after 
long and urgent entreaty. I wanted to wait until you 
returned, j-ou know that ! " 

u I will admit that a spasm of fear swayed you a 
trifle, but your love for me finally overcame it, and you 
married me. This fact is all that is necessary in law. I used 
no force, no trickery, and you were earnest enough that 
our marriage should be kept secret. There were two 
certificates given, and one is still in my possession. 
All this can be easily proved. I went away, expect- 
ing to be gone two or three years, and was wrecked, 
barely escaping with my life. As soon as I could, I 
wrote, and though I never received any answer, I 
repeated my letters at intervals." 

" Jasper Cameron, I do not believe it," she said with 
indignant sincerity. 

" As you like." There was a smile on his cruel face 
and a sneer in his voice. "I dare say an enlight- 
ened jury might not be so hard to convince, since it is 
evidently to your interest to admit as little as possible. 
After awhile I begin to think you dead, and spend years 
in rambling about the world, but at length the old love 
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returns strong upon me, and I long for some tidings of 
my wife, whether she is alive or dead. I come back to 
find the simple, undeveloped girl a lovely woman. I 
take glimpses of her by stealth, knowing that another 
is in the place I covet, my place, indeed. When I can 
no longer endure my anguish in secret, I take advice 
of a legal friend and find that my claim still holds 
good. I, who have loved for years, been true in the face 
of many temptations, have a right to this woman, my 
wife, that no man and no law dare question ! " 

His melo-dramatic air might have imposed upon some 
as the depth of passionate anguish, but Dora it simply 
disgusted. And yet each moment she seemed to grow 
more fearful of him. Still she faced him bravely, say- 
ing— 

' l Jasper Cameron, I hate you ! " 

" You are my wife nevertheless," and there was an 
expression in his eyes that for the moment made her 
cower. 

"I am the true and loyal wife of Ralph Tremaine. 
If we lived in the days of the inquisition } r ou might tear 
me limb from limb, and you would not so much as gain 
a clasp of the hand, or a smile from tortured lips." 

And, standing there in her womanly pride, she made 
ft gesture with her dainty foot, as if she would have 
rushed him like a worm. 

"If Ralph Treraaine chooses to live with a woman 
Ibose husband is still alive, and if she prefers the dis- 

! Digitized by VjOOQ K 



<)2 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

honorable connection, I suppose the injured one must 
submit. And I shall endure. Probably my patience 
will outlast yours, as it has before. So I give you fair 
warning, my lady ! You shall not be Ralph Tremaine'a 
legal wife while I live, if there is any law or any power 
in the land to prevent. Five minutes ago, you might 
have made a friend of me, now we are enemies to the 
last, and you will find that my threats are no idle words." 

"Enemies I" she repeated. "It is best so, for I 
should stand in deadly terror of your smile. We will 
have open warfare that each may know what to expect." 

He laughed, low, cool, and tantalizing. How little 
she was to know of his motives at present ! 

"Very well* You have made your election. The 
law gives me the best right, I believe, but I will not en- 
force my claim rigorously. I simply demand that for 
the sake of your own respectability, you refrain from 
living with Mr. Tremaine openly, until some plan has 
been agreed upon. Or if you prefer, we will go at once 
to him. He will have to know it sooner or later." 

Nothing could have been farther from Jasper Cam- 
eron's real intentions. If Dora had dared the step ? but 
in her cruel strait, she knew not whither to turn. And 
most of all she desired to see Ralph alone, first. If he 
could hear her story, if he could know how truly and 
fervently she loved him ! Ah, if she could but have the 
morning back again! 

"You have kept your secret well" Jasper Cameron 
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said sneeringly. " I doubt if a man so clear headed 
as Ralph Tremaine would have married a woman, when 
he knew there was a possibility of a former husband 
being still alive." 

Dora blushed a deep and painful crimson. 

" It was not my fault," she answered in a husky, 
agitated tone. " The person with whom I entrusted 
the explanation, did not tell all. I did not learn this 
until after I had married Mr. Tremaine." 

"A wise friend, truly, though the result has proved 
disastrous. I suppose a man would like as good a title 
deed to a wife as to any other property, and he or she 
probably thought it would interfere with your chances 
of matrimony." 

She could have killed him for that sneer. And then 
the thought rushed over her mind — would Mr, Tre- 
maine have married her? Uncle Gilbert must have 
had some fear, or he would have told the simple 
truth, which was in no wise disgraceful. Still, she 
would not have cared then ; now she had learned 
to love, to long for a husband's tenderness. 

They had been walking slowly onward in the pause, 
now she turned suddenly. 

"Jasper," she began, half wondering how the old 
name would sound," there is something behind all this. 
You cannot have so completely forgotten me for years, 
and then in a moment wakened to affectionate remem- 
brance. It is not love. I doubt if you deceive your- 
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self, me you cannot deceive. I have grown wiser than 
in those childish days. If you have been unfortunate 
in any respect — if you are in need of money, I can and 
will assist you. I have some thousands at my own 
disposal. If you will take this and go — " 

Her voice trembled in spite of the efforts she made 
to steady it, and there was a strained, painful appre- 
hension in every line of her face. 

" Thank you, Mrs.Tremaine, but I am in no pressing 
need of money, that I should become } r our pensioner in 
such a fashion. Besides, I should have some scruples 
of conscience. Either you are Mr. Treinaine's wife, or 
mine — if the law awards you to him, you surely need 
not buy me off; and if you are mine, something of 
more account than gold must extinguish the claim." 

He rested the tips of his fingers in his pockets with 
a jaunty air that was half swagger, and yet, through all 
his indifference, she saw the determination. A hard, 
implacable enemy ! She blushed that he should have 
suspected her of wishing to buy his absence, much as 
she desired it. 

On they walked in silence. Over head, drifted won- 
derful islands through a sea of peerless blue, birds sung 
in the branches beside them, and bland airs laden with 
fragrance wandered up and down in viewless hosts. 
And she so unutterably wretched, so cut off from hope, 
turn whither she would. For with every breath she 
felt the web closing round her. 
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"Dora," he said, presently, "will you listen to 
reason?" 

" I will listen," she answered, moodily. 
, u We are husband and wife — any good authority, 
be he lawyer or judge, will tell you so. I have done 
nothing to break my compact, and in the estimation of 
the world I am the injured party. But I know it waa 
a mistake on your part, and I am willing to forgive 
fully and freely. Since you cannot have liberty, let us 
both consent to forget the past. Let us renew our 
vows, and endeavor henceforward to make each other 
happy. It shall be my earnest study— for, Dora, dis- 
believe and scorn as you will, I love you truly, earn- 
estly. My soul cannot brook the thought of your being 
another's." 

This appeal touched her much more deeply than his 
former one, and yet it angered her as well. Did he 
think she could change allegiance at a moment's notice? 
Was that all the sacredness a woman's regard possessed ? 

' ' No," she replied. ' ' Jasper Cameron, 'do not cheat 
yourself with any false hopes. I suppose if we had 
gone on in those old times, your fascination would have 
been sufficiently strong to hold me captive, perhaps to 
make me love, eventually ; but it did die out. Remem-. 
ber that I do not call it love, and will not have fidelity 
measured by it. You took no pains to assure me that 
you were alive. I might have been friendless and in 
want, died of starvation — what would it have mattered 
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to you? Another has taught me by slow degrees, the 
sweetest lesson that a woman can learn — faith and 
hope blended in truest affection. I have come to the 
one passion of my life. You can make me suffer 
through it, but I shall never, never give it up. . If I 
never saw Ralph Tremaine again, I should hold myself 
his wife until death parted us, in spite of any jurisdiction 
the law might have. No, you know nothing about 
women's hearts ;" and her face lighted up with a grand, 
proud smile. 

"And I, too, love. Pity me, as well as yourself." 

He was a good actor in some moods. His eyes soft- 
ened now, and the tenderest expression she had yet 
seen, lingered about his face. She did not so much 
wonder that he had won her girlish fancy, but the 
woman's love was immeasurably above it all, and could 
not be dethroned. 

" I have given you my answer. Of what avail is 
pity? " 

" Then the law must take its course. You will not 
let me be merciful." 

" The truest mercy would be to go away. If you 
have enough nobleness and generosity for this — ?" 

" And leave you to himf No, I have not. As I 
said, even if I cannot win you back, you shall never be 
his, honorably. And now it only remains to decide 
upon what course we must pursue. The case shall be 
placed in my friend's hands at once." 
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She shuddered with shame and terror. 

" Oh," she cried, " wait a little. Give me but a day 
in which to think, for I seem so utterly wrecked that 
not one haven opens its friendly arms. ,, f 

" Yes, one." 

She made a gesture of impatient scorn. She felt 
that if he had loved her truly, he would measure her 
sufferings by his own and be merciful. And she was 
unspeakably thankful that he did not. Fighting 
against him would be less filled with anguish. 

" Give me a little time," she gasped. 

u All that you desire, upon one condition." 

" What is that?" and she glanced at him with quick 
suspicion. 

" That I am present at your first interview with Mr. 
Tremaine." 

" No ! no ! " she exclaimed franticly. 

" Very well. Then I feel at liberty to go to him im- 
mediately. I am not sure, but that it would have been 
the wisest course to go to him at once, but I thought it 
fair to seek you first. Whitlier shall I attend you ? " 

He had been debating whether it was possible to 
carry out the remainder of his plan and gain entire per- 
sonal control over her — for at present he much pre- 
ferred that she should not see Mr. Tremaine. None 
knew better than he, how moments of grace were 
wasted by delay, and that the auspicious season once 
past, another was difficult to find. 

7 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



98 DRIFTED ASUNDER. 

She felt faint and sick, and in casting about for a 
place of refuge, bethought herself of one at hand. 

" I have a trusty friend near by — a woman who was 
niy uncle's housekeeper. I will go there for an hour's 
rest, and try to decide upon what it is best to do. Of 
course, Mr. Tremaine must be informed. 

She uttered the last with dreary pathos. Her face, 
that had been so brilliant with different phases of feel- 
ing and indignation, was growing wan and listless. 
She turned, and he followed. 

" Shall I not call a hack when we reach the gate?" 
he asked. 

"No." Somehow it seemed as if she dared not 
trust herself with him again. " It is but a step," she 
added presently. 

Amid this throng of people, she felt quite secure. All 
along their way they met with one and another, and he 
relinquished his scheme with his usual air of gay in- 
difference. Little did she guess the . villiany in his 
heart, though indeed she could think of nothing save 
her weary steps, and wonder if her strength would last 
even this short distance. 
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CHAPTER Vnl. 



A FATE BETWEEN. 




SHALL stop here," Dora Tremaine said, paus- 
ing before a cottage, that, with a group of in- 
different houses, stood not far from the river. 
This one was small and unpretending, but it had a 
vegetable garden in the most perfect order, quite a con- 
trast to the straggling weeds and irregular shrubbery 
around. There was a tiny court-yard in front and a 
bed of old fashioned flowers. 

He turned and faced her. " Dora," he said in a 
deep tone, which was scareely less than a threat, " for 
the present I shall depend upon your truth and honor, 
and leave you quite at liberty as regards your place of 
abode, so long as it is not Ralph Tremaine's house. 
The instant you attempt to seek that, I shall invoke the 
law to protect my rights. I will give you the time you 
desire for consideration. When shalj I call for an an- 
swer ? To-morrow morning ? " 

"Yes," she said, her wandering brain scarcely com- 
prehending the answer she made. 

He came a step nearer and almost hissed these words 
in her ear — 
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"There will be no evading me. You cannot step 
outside of this door but that you will be watched. Act 
fairly, and no harm shall befall you." 
• She made no repty, but touching the lion's head 
knocker gave a feeble, irregular summons. It seemed 
to her that she stood there an age ; the houses on 
either side revolving grotesquely, the air growing darker 
with gray and purple films, and those deep, vengeful 
eyes staring at her like balls of fire. She uttered a 
wild, terror-stricken cry, and that was all she re- 
membered. 

When Dora Tremaine opened her eyes again, after 
her long, deathlike swoon, she found herself on the 
familiar chintz-covered sofa — the face bending over 
her, though wrinkled and browned, was tender, and 
the eyes, in spite of their questioning alarm, were full 
of solicitude. 

"Oh, Catherine 1" she groaned, and nearly lapsed 
into insensibility again. 

"My poor child! Oh, Miss Dora, what has hap- 
pened ?" 

In Catherine's excitement, Mrs. Tremaine wa3 a girl . 
again. 

"I cannot tell you now. Let me rest a little, 
Catherine. I am so tired. I feel as if I should die ! 
Oh, would any one care, would any one be sorry?" 

The eyes wandered about with a wild stare, and } T et 
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seemed to cower and shrink from something, and the 
cold fingers clasped Catherine's arm with frantic force. 

" Hush, dear. Lie* still. Nothing shall harm you." 
the woman said, soothingly. 

"Do not let him come in ! Oh, Catherine ! he is out 
there watching — he said he .would. Keep me ! hide 
me ! " she shrieked, burying her face in the other's dress. 

"Yes — no one shall come. Lie still, poor child. 
See I shall bolt the door." 

She rose and did this, and came back to Mrs. Tre- 
maine, who now began to shiver with a hard chill. 
The words she tried to utter, died in incoherent frag- 
ments upon the ashen lips. 

Catherine Dawson was sorely puzzled. The last 
time she had seen her dear young mistress — for Dora 
would always be that to her — was on a bright, breezj-, 
March day, when she had driven up with her husband. 
She had looked so proud, and bright, and happy ! It 
had been a rather conscientious question with Catherine, 
whether Dora's marriage was for the best. The 3 r oung 
girl had not loved as the girls of her daj r , and she had 
some old-fashioned notions on the subject. But the 
last doubt had vanished then. 

"Miss Dora's a happy wife," she had said to her 
old husband, as they sat by the fireside that evening. 
" I have always had a little fear about her, but I am 
quite at rest now. There is a content and satisfaction 
shining in her face, that it does one good to see. " 
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"I am sure Mr. Tremaine is a man in a thousand," 
Mark Dawson replied, sturdily. "If she could not be 
happy with him, she docs not deserve any one ! " 

"It is not that exactly. There is a kind of fitness 
about people, and sometimes it does not come, even in 
a long married life. Miss Dora had some queer streaks, 
and she was not a girl to love easily." 

" Love ! " Mark Dawson brought it out rather con- 
temptuously. 

"Yes, love I" She leaned over in the light of the 
blazing logs — this was one of his old-fashioned notions. 
"Mark" she said, "when you first wooed me, I was 
young and bonny, with shining eyes and hair, and red 
and white in my face. I do not look like it now that 
I am old and faded — but has not there been something 
in our lives that outlasted youth and beauty, and 
makes us as dear to each other as we were then?" 

He gave the fire a poke that sent the blaze into hun- 
dreds of stars, and with a little tremble in his voice, 
said, — 

"Yes, you are right Katy." 

And Catherine Dawson, contrasting the two pictures, 
shivered with a strange misgiving. Dora was proud 
and high spirited — what if she had quarreled with her 
husband ? She had no mother or sisters in whom she 
could confide ; and Catherine knew that of old, she had 
not been given to intimate friendships. • She looked so 
helpless, as she lay there trembling and moaning, that, 
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whatever might be the cause, the woman pitied her 
profound^. But what could she do except to stand 
over her and watch her? She was all alone in the 
house. 

The chill was a very severe one ; but after awhile, 
faint streaks of color began to steal up her temples, 
and a feverish flush to overspread her cheeks. The 
dull eyes grew restless and glassy. She still muttered 
at intervals, but the frantic fear had subsided. 

"Mrs. Tremaine ? w Catherine exclaimed, kneeling 
beside her. 

She gave a stupid sort of stare, making no other 
answer. 

"Dear Miss Dora, what shall I do? What can I do 
for you? Send for Mr. Tremaine?" 

"Oh!" Dora rose in a confused way. "I do not 
know whether, he would think it right to come if I told 
him all," she said, in a slow, wandering manner — and 
a sickening shudder passed over her. U I am so sleep}', 
Catherine ; and then— he is watching outside. Oh, 
do not leave me for a moment !" 

"My dear child, no ; but I must do something. You 
are very ill. Mr. Tremaine should be sent for." 

"He said, oh, Catherine, I cannot tell you ! It is 
such a horrible thing ! Mr. Tremaine cannot forgive it, 
and if he could 9 — she burst into a wild, bitter laugh, 
and threw up her hands. "Why, Catherine, I am not 
his wife at all !" 
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"You are losing your senses, Miss Dora!" And a 
shocked expression filled Catherine's face. 

"Am I ?" I had a note somewhere — I do not remem- 
ber — but if I could show it to you. No, Catherine, I 
can never, never be anything to him again. Jasper 
said so. He was so cruel, so cruel ! I am tired, tired ! 
Oh, if I could only die!" 

Dora sank back on the pillow exhausted. Catherine 
bathed her face and chafed the trembling hands. She 
tried to soothe the strained and excited nerves — and 
indeed succeeded so well, that presently Mrs. Tremaine 
sank into an uneasy but heavy slumber. 

Then Catherine Dawson began to consider what she 
must do. What had happened? Was it indeed a 
desperate quarrel in which Mr. Tremaine had said she 
was no wife of his, perhaps, goaded to a moment's des- 
peration. And yet, that seemed so unlike him. Mr. 
Tremaine was not a man to indulge in angry taunts. 
She wondered if he knew that Dora had come to her ; 
at all events, if she were going to be ill — and that 
scarlet fever flush, with the half open eyes presaged it — 
she must have medical attendance. And just now she 
needed a husband's love and tenderness. If he came 
and saw her thus, his heart must melt at sight of her 
suffering, even if she had been in the wrong. 

She rose softly from her seat, and crossing the room 
opened the large Bible. Several sheets of writing-paper 
had been laid in it for safe keeping, as it was an article 
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rarely used in their house, save when Mark wrote twice 
a year to the old country, the land they had left behind 
in their young life. She tore a sheet in half, looking 
furtively around, but the sleeper was past a light dis- 
turbance. 

Catherine Dawson's fingers were stiff with labor, and 
writing was almost like a lost art to her. She was a 
long time in thinking what to say, and how to say it ; 
and after all, it was a very simple matter, though the 
most formidable she had undertaken in many a day. 
At.last it was done, and she read it over slowly. 

" Mr. Tremaine — Respected Sir — This is to inform 
you that your wife, Dora Tremaine, is sick at my house. 
I think she will need a physician ; and I much desire 
that you would come immediately. 

" Catherine Dawson." 

After studying it awhile she concluded to add a post- 
script, which contained these words — "Mrs. Tremaine 
seems to be in great trouble." .Then she folded it, 
placed it carefully in a large buff envelope, and puzzled 
for some time over the direction. The number of Mr. 
Tremaine's store she did not know, but the streets it 
was between and the side of the street on which it stood 
were elaborately written. She gave a sigh of relief 
over the achievement. * 

There were plenty of neighbor's boys idling about, 
that she could press into the service of postman. She 
went to the window and saw several playing marbles. 
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With another glance at Dora she stepped to the street 
door, and gave the group a close scrutiny. 

" Jemmy Connor ! " she called. 

Jemmy looked up, gave the brim of his hat a tug, 
and the marble at his foot a kick, and ran to the gate. 

" Jemmy t will you go down town for me? You can 
ride there and back in the cars. It is to take a note, 
and I will pa\< 30U a quarter besides if you do it just 
right." 

"Cannot I take Chris?" the boy asked # 

u No, I want you to go alone, and be as quick as 
you can. It is very important. Will you run right 
away? You can find it, I think." 

U I can find anything in this ere town," and the boy 
gave a grin. 

"Well, there is the direction. Give it to Mr. Tre- 
maine if yon can see him. And then come back and 
you shall have your quarter." 

She judged it prudent not to pay him first, as the 
thought of the reward might make^him more expeditious. 

He uttered a parting shout to the boys and rushed 
away. . Mrs. Dawson saw him bounding along to the 
next street, and then with a little old country supersti- 
tion, thought it best not to watch him out of sight. 

Dora was still asleep, but tossing restlessly about and 
moaning at intervals. Mrs. Dawson had unfastened 
her dress, but it still seemed so warm and so confiding, 
that she began to cast about in her mind if something 
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could not be done to render the poor child more com- 
fortable. 

There were three rooms on the lower floor — parlor, 
kitchen and sleeping-room. Up stairs two comfortable 
chambers ; and though Mrs. Dawson could have carried 
Dora up in her strong arms, she was not quite sure that 
it would be advisable. True, Mark would not be home 
for a night or two, but her own little nest was rather 
crowded. Then another thought occurred to her, so she 
went up-stairs and brought down a low, single cot, and 
stood it opposite the sofa. Then a mattress and some 
cool homespun linen sheets, and in a few moments she 
had a most inviting looking bed arranged. 

"Poor thing! She will feel so much easier when 
she is undressed and lying there comfortably. She 
will never do to be taken out of the house this night. 
Poor, dear child ! I wonder what can have happened?" 

Then Mrs. Dawson hunted up an old-fashioned cambric 
gown that she kept laid away for sickness or any sudden 
emergency. She began carefully and gently to disrobe 
Dora, who in her wandering slumbers was only con- 
scious of a slight disturbance. 

" Child," she said presently, u Miss Dora !" and she 
tried to rouse her. 

The vacant, lustreless ej-es opened slowly, then 
closed again. 

"My poor bairn, rise a bit. Lean on me — so;" 
and Dora obeyed unconsciously. Catherine lifted her 
mto the bed at once. 
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"Oh," she exclaimed, with a sigh, " do not let him 
take me ! He said he would watch ! " 

For a moment Catherine's heart misgave her. Sup- 
pose Dora should not approve of her message. But 
what harm could come of it? Surely Mr. Tremaine 
was not so obdurate that the sight of this suffering 
face would fail to move him ! 

After that, Catherine Dawson waited anxiously. 
To fan Dora and give her an occasional drink were all 
the duties that divided her thoughts. How long the 
lingering moments of the summer day appeared ! As 
the sun went westward a soft southerly breeze was 
wafted over from the river. The shouts of the boys in 
the streets died away, and a tender stillness brooded in 
the air. 

There was a rude knock at the kitchen door. Dora's 
eyes opened in wild affright. 

44 Oh ! " she exclaimed in terror, " he has come for me, 
he said lie would ! Hide me ! Do not let him take me ! " 

" Hush, dear, it is no one to harm you. Let me g© 
for a moment ; " and Catherine unclasped the clinging 
hands, but not before the summons had been repeated. 

It was Jemmy, as she supposed, his white teeth 
showing nearly from ear to ear in his endeavor to smile. 

4 4 Well, Jem ! You found the place ? " 

"Yes, and the man hisself. He was just going 
home, he said, to Wood — something — I have forgot- 
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"Woodlea?" 

" Yes. He is a good 'un. He said 4 thank 'ee, my 
lad,' as if I had been a genTman. And he gev me — 
a quarter ! " 

Jem brought this out slowly, as if almost afraid that 
he might lose the one in perspective. 

"Did he read the note?" 

" No — he scrunched it up and put it in his pocket. 
I guess he was in a hurry." 

"Thank you for all the trouble, Jem. Here is your 
money, and ask your mother to run over by-andby. I 
want to see her." 

The boy tugged at his hat, his usual effort at polite- 
ness. Catherine sighed. It seemed as if she had ex- 
pected something more, and felt disappointed. 

She turned and was confronted by Dora, whose lips 
were pallid with terror. The poor thing swayed uncer- 
tainly and would have fallen, but for Catherine's timely 
assistance, who bore her back to her couch. 

Yet, she did not entirely relinquish hope. Mr. Tre- 
maine would read the note at the first opportunit}', 
certainly before he left the city. In an hour at the 
latest, she might expect him. How she wished for 
some little break: — Mark coming home to his supper 
with a slow, quiet greeting, but that would not be 
to-night. Like others who had achieved a reputation, 
Mark was in considerable demand. He was an excel- 
lent gardener, and, as not infrequently happened at tb' 
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season, his services in laying out grounds were in re- 
quest at quite a distance from home. Catherine rarely 
minded a little loneliness, but at this juncture, she would 
have given much for his return. 

The hour passed at length. The sun had gone down 
now, and a soft pearliness began to blend with the light. 
Doia was still in a hig^ fever, but she lay quiet. Cath- 
erine looked up and down the street. No figure that 
she could recognize, and all about a solemn stillness — 
uncanny, it seemed, and she, too, shivered. 

Mrs. Connor's neighborly call was most welcome. 
A hearty, rosy woman, with a wholesome Irish flavor 
that showed more in .manner than in accent, and still 
young, for all her half-dozen children. 

" You look troubled, I am sure, Mrs. Dawson," was 
the kindly greeting. "Can I do anything now that 
your man's away ? " 

" Yes. I am anxious. I have a poor sick thing in 
the other room, and what to do I do not know ! If 
Mark were only home ! " 

" Sick, indeed ! That is bad. A visitor, like?" 

4 'It is the Miss Dora you have heard me speak of, 
Mrs. Trem&ine now. Mark and I lived with her uncle 
till he died, though she had married a little while before. 
She come this noon — she must have been walking too 
far or too fast, I think, for she fainted dead away in my 
arms. Then she had a chill, and there is a high fever 
still upon her ! " 
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14 Where is her husband? Why do not you send for 
him?" 

"I did, but if he had been able to come he would 
have been here before now.'* 

"Ablet" There was a good deal of surprise in 
Mrs. Connor's voice, and Catherine's brown face flushed. 

"Something very unusual keeps him away ;"— she 
knew that this was the truth. But an explanation was 
necessary and Catherine's faculty of invention was not 
a fertile one. 

" If you will step-in and see her — I do not know 
what to do about a doctor. I have put draughts on 
her fee$ and on her wrists. I seem so lost without 
Mark." 

She led the way and Mrs. Connor followed. Dora 
had not changed perceptibly. Her face was still in a 
burning flush, her pulse high and hard. 

" You do not mean to stay alone, surely?" 

"But you do not think her in any danger? Maybe 
Jem had better go for a doctor." 

"Sure," replied Mrs. Connor after some delibera- 
tion. "And -I will come over. It's lonesome for a 
body to be without a hand to help. I'll run back and 
start Jem, and settle the childers, and then I'll stpp 
the night through." 

"Thank you, I'm sure," Catherine Dawson said, for 
somehow, in the coming night and darkness, she began 
to lose her usual fearlessness. 
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Mrs. Connor came back a step. "We always have 
Doctor Mackey," she said. "If there's any one else — " 

"I like him. We've never had any doctor, Mark 
and I." 

The doctor came and went. He thought it appeared 
like a settled fever, but he could tell better in the morn- 
ing. Drops were to be administered every hour, and 
cooling drinks given. And at ten o'clock, the cottage 
was quiet, with both watchers comfortably arranged 
for the night, and then Catherine Dawson gave up her 
last hope of Mr. Tremaine. 

"It must have been a desperate quarrel," she 
thought; 
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CHAPTER IX. 

WAITING. 

SOR forty-eight hours, Dora Tremaine lingered 
on the brink of a severe and dangerous fever. 
Though young, Dr. Mackey was already skill- 
ful in his profession, and something in this woman's 
face, although he knew nothing of her history, appealed 
to him strongly. All this time Catherine Dawson was 
alone with her, save for the occasional visits of the 
warm-hearted Mrs. Connor, who asked no uncomfort- 
able questions. 

Dora was quiet most of the time, though lapsing now 
and then into momentary wanderings. In the few 
moments of consciousness, she seemed in deadly terror 
of some person, whether her husband or another, Cath- 
erine could not tell. 

Another incident had startled the grave, steady-going 
woman not a little. The morning after Dora's uncere- 
monious arrival, a gentleman had called who insisted 
upon seeing her, and nothing short of representing Dora 
in a most critical position could induce him to forego 
his wishes. He had called again later in the da} r , 
indeed, fairly haunted the house, filling Catherine with 
strange apprehensions. A daring, handsome fellow, 
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but she instinctively shrank from him. There seemed 
something so cruel in the half-mocking face, and a 
vengeful, determined look in the deep eyes. Catherine 
shivered as she thought of Dora becoming entangled 
with this man. She had heard of women imprudently 
placing themselves in the power of an unscrupulous 
man, and suffering the keenest tortures without being 
able to snap the bond, yet sinless in their own course. 

Catherine Dawson had some rigid, old-fashioned 
notions, but if she had not loved Dora so well, she 
possessed an unswerving, sense of justice. She would 
not blame her even in thought,until she knew all the 
circumstances, and she waited with the utmost patience. 
The child had been very dear to her during the years 
they had spent together. But she was troubled with a 
little misgiving as to whether she had done quite right 
in sending for Mr. Tremaine. However, neither good 
nor harm had come of it. 

Dora opened her eyes languidly on Thursday morn- 
ing. The surroundings were so strange that she would 
not have recollected at all, if she had not recognized 
Catherine's" slow moving figure. She took up con- 
sciousness at the exact time and place where it had 
failed her — her fainting away in Catherine's arms. 
And with that, some detached drifts of the day's doings 
floated dimly through her brain, as with a shudder she 
remembered Jasper Cameron. 

" Catherine," she said feebly, turning her head with 
an effort. 
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"My child, my precious bairn ! Thank the Lord that 
you are better," and Mrs. Dawson leaned over the 
pillow. 

" I fainted^ did I not? Why, I feel as weak as a 
child, but I must get up. It is • not night yet. I am 
glad of that, for I must do something. If I could only 
think — Catherine — " 

The weary eyelids fluttered down, and for a moment 
consciousness was almost lost again. 

" Hush, child. You have been very sick since then." 

" Since when? What day is it, Catherine? " 

"Thursday. It was on Tuesday that you came." 

"Thursday? Has anyone been hereto ask after 
me?" and a convulsive movement shook her frame. 

There was a low knock at the door. Catherine took 
the precaution of shutting close the invalid's room, but- 
it was net needed. The visitor was Dr. Mackey. 

There was something inspiriting in his fresh, cheer- 
ful face and the clear ring in the well-modulated voice. 
Dora glanced around. 

"Your patient is better this morning, doctor," 
Catherine announced.. - 

" Ah — yes ; a very decided improvement, but it has 
been a hard fight, Mrs. Tremaine, and there is a good 
deal yet to do. The warm weather is very prostrating." 

He examined her pulse and her tongue, and looked 
closely into her eyes. A delicate flush mounted to her 
brow, rendering her positively lovely. 
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He held a little consultation with Mrs. Dawson, and 
in answer to her question, said — 

" Yes, she has passed through the worst. With quiet 
and good nursing, she may be about in a week, but the 
least over exertion may bring on a relapse. There are 
still some lingering typhoid symptoms." 

Dora listened in dim amaze. A week's quiet. Why, 
it might make or mar her whole life ! And then a 
sickening sensation swept over her. Was she not help- 
less against fate ? Two lost days alrcad}' ! 

" Can I not sit up or drive out? " she asked of the 
doctor, but her voice faltered weakly. 

" You may try sitting up awhile, but I think you will 
not care to drive," and he gave her a sweet, yet pity- 
ing smile." 

"Or see a — friend ? " 

The words came out slowly as if they almost choked 
her, and as she. shut her eyes, the gathering tears of 
weakness and suffering brimmed over. 

,"I should not advise 30U to see any one whose 
presence would excite 3 T ou, or to talk much. You have 
just passed through a very severe crisis and escaped a 
great danger. By a little carefulness you may soon 
recover your usual health, but you are in an extremely 
nervous and susceptible state. I should say you had 
just endured some great mental strain, and at present 
you must avoid a repetition of it, if you care to re- 
cover." 
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Dora colored deeply r and for a moment her trembling 
lips refused to utter a sound. Then after a long pause 
she said in a very low tone — 

" If life depended on it?"— 

" I should not allow it under any other circumstan- 
ces, if I were the judge. I think you must understand 
how necessary the utmost quiet and composure is, and 
that it will conduce materially to your recovery." 

Dora turned her face away. Doctor Mackey talked 
awhile with Mrs. Dawson in so low a tone, that she 
could not hear,, and then came to wish her a pleasant 
good-morning. 

" I will look in again towards night," were his part- 
ing words. 

Catherine lingered a few moments beside Dora, who 
did not now seem to be disposed for conversation, so 
she went about her household tasks, the door between 
the two rooms being open. Once, when Dora had 
fallen into a. doze, she was summoned to the hall door 
again, but the invalid scarcely noticed the length of the 
detention, and Catherine checked the visitor's voice, so 
that no untoward sound might reach her ear. 

It was nearly noon before she asked to sit up. The 
day had grown intensely warm, but through the par- 
tially closed blinds crept a wandering breeze, the sun 
being excluded by the luxuriant climbing roses, that 
gave the house so different a look from its neighbors* 
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" Catherine," she said, u I do not seem to remember 
anything after I came here. Have I been delirious ?" 

"Not much. You had a chill right away, and a 
high fever, but a good deal of the time you lay in a 
kind of stupor." 

" Did I talk about — anybody ? " 

"Mr. Tremaine a little, but it was so incoherent. 
If you had any secrets on your mind,you did not betray 
them," she returned with a grim smile, meant for com- 
fort. 

"And has. — anybody been here?" she asked with 
an effort. 

What should she tell her? 

"Did you want to see any one?" she inquired 
evasively. 

"No. Oh Heavens! Catherine, if you knew all 
that I suffered on that day ! Why I wonder that it did 
not MIL me outright. Perhaps if it had, it would have 
been as well!" and Dora, burying her face in her 
hands, sobbed bitterly. 

"Hush, dear, you will be worse again ; " and Cather- 
ine took her in her arms as if she had been a child. 

"Let me cry a little. I never made a moan that 
clay! I was like one stricken dumb. It seemed so 
awful for the sea to give up its dead, but I knew him at 
a glance. The face that^ised to look so handsome to 
me ; but oh how cold and cruel and relentless now ! " 

"My bairn, remember what the doctor said," the 
woman murmured soothingly. 
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"Oh, Catherine, it may not make any difference 
Whether I live or die. If I cannot be Ralph Tremaine's 
.wife, I wonld a hundred times rather be shut away 
from every one, in the cold, dark grave. You do not 
know anything?" and she looked at her in wide-eyed 
terror. " You have not even guessed?" 

" Catherine Dawson is not one to pry into the secrets 
of other people," the woman replied proudly. 

"But I might have told ! Why, it only seems an 
hour ago that I stood in the doorway, so glad to see 
your face, and fell into your arms. And I have been 
sick two days and nights almost, not remembering a 
single event. Ate you all alone, Catherine? Where 
is Mark? And are you sure that no one has inquired 
for me ? A tall, dark gentleman, with a hard mocking 
face that some women might call handsome. I thought 
so once ! " 

Catherine Dawson knew that the truth was best, but 
she was not given to subterfuge in any event. I ques- 
tion if she could have carried it on successfully. 

"There has been a strange man here several times a 
day, who seemed very anxious about you. He called 
an hour ago and insisted upon seeing you, but I man- 
aged to send him away." 

Dora uttered a low cry. 

" Oh, my child, my child ! you do not mean that you 
have any interest in this man — you a lawful, wedded 
,wife? My bairn, it would break my heart!" And 
Catherine's eyes filled with tears. 
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"Wedded, but not lawful, Catherine. It is such a 
horrible thing to happen to a woman, but I am not Mr. 
Tremaine's legal wife. That cruel, relentless man is 
my true husband. Oh, what can he do with me?" 

"Child, you wander. The fever has affected your 
brain. When could you have married yon man ? Why, 
I have known you from a child ! " 

The woman shook her head incredulously. 

"It was before that — before mamma died, or uncle 
Gilbert took me — in my unthinking childhood. " Oh ! 
I must have been wild, indeed ! " 

Catherine Dawson raised herself to her full height, 
and was for a moment overwhelmed with astonishment. 

4 ' You ? " she said in a wandering manner. ' ' You — 
and then to marry another man ! Did you keep it a 
secret?" 

"Oh, Catherine, be tencler with me, or I shall die. 
It is so hard to suffer on all sides. And though it was 
wrong, it does not seem all my fault. I had word that 
he, Jasper Cameron, was dead, and I waited more 
years than widows usually do. And I meant that Mr. 
Tremaine should know before I married him. Pity me 
a little. It has been an unwitting sin, heaven will 
bear me witness." 

Catherine took her in her arms again, for now Dora 
was trembling and shaking as if in a chill. 

"Hush, bairn," she said, "whatever comes, God 
knows that I shall love you the same. If I was cold 
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for a moment I could not believe any wrong of you, 
and now be quiet a bit. We will talk of it by-and-by." ' 

She soothed Dora into a comparatively tranquil state, 
growing more amazed herself with every passing 
thought. Could Dora's story be true ? She had gone 
to Gilbert Verner's when Dora was barely past sixteen, 
and certainly since then there had been no opportunity 
for this wild romance. Was it not rather some wan- 
dering chimera of the brain? But then her strange 
visitor, and most potent reason of all, Ralph Tramainc's 
absence. 

''Catherine," Dora began again, " I must talk even 
if it v kills me! Will he, — willJasper Cameron come 
again to-day?" 

" He said he would — but you need not see him. I 
will send him away." 

" No, I think it is best. Perhjps he may relent a 
little, though his face is pitiless ; do you not think so? 
Does he talk as if — as if he cared for me?" 

Catherine remembered that the man had been verj r 
solicitous. Indeed, it had angered her to see another 
person evince so much regard for Mrs. Tremaine — for 
with it had come a dim suspicion of unlawfulness. 

" It is an evil love," she said , doggedly. 

"Oh, Catherine! he thinks he has the right. And 
though I hate him and fear him, and shrink from the 
glance of his eye, the law is on his side ! " 

"But you will never live with him, bairn ; you will 
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never, never go back to him?" she cried in anguish. 
" I think that would be the deadliest sin of all ! " 

" No, Catherine, true and dearest friend, for I seem 
all alone in this terrible emergency — there is no law 
and no power which can deliver me into that man's hands. 
If there was, then welcome indeed the grave. But while 
the law makes him my husband, I have no right to 
Mr. Tremaine. ,, 

"But something can be done ! " 

" I do not know." 

She leaned back wearily, the pillow scarcly whiter 
than her face. 

"Then this was why — " and Catherine paused 
abruptly. "You are quite sure Mr. Tremaine does 
not know?" she asked, anxiously. 

" Not quite. But it would be cruel and cowardly in 
Jasper Cameron to .strike in the dark like that ! Has 
he said anything — ?" 

"No." And yet, Catherine's face was gloomily 
clouded. 

"But you do know something!" Dora exclaimed, 
with quick apprehension. 

"No." And then the woman's strict integrity came 
back to her. "My bairn," she said, in a sad, reluctant 
tone, "I sent for Mr. Tremaine that evening. You 
were so ill and wandering, and I was alone. It seemed to 
me even if some great coldness had happened between 
you, that he was your husband, and had a right to know." 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



THE TIDE OF FATE. 1 23 

"And he did not come ! Oh, Catherine, then I am 
utterly adrift ! He knew all — that I had deceived him 
and was not his wife, and refused to come ! God help 
me in this strait ! " and with a low, wailing cry full of 
bitterness and despair, she was again insensible in 
Catherine's arms. 

" Oh, my bairn ! I have killed her ! " was the wo- 
man's remorseful exclamation, and she covered the 
waxen face with kisses, into which went the undying 
tenderness of a mother's love. 
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CHAPTER X. 



DORA S CONFESSION. 



ET was some time before Dora recovered con- 
sciousness, and then she lay quite still, obe- 
dient to the slightest sign. Catherine gave 
her the medicine, sat by her and fanned her, or wiped 
the moisture from the snowy brow. Now and then the 
eyes opened upon her with a look of gratitude, and the 
hours of the summer afternoon passed by almost un- 
heeded. 

In spite of all, Dora felt within her returning life 
and strength. She could not drop quietly out of the 
world — but must take up her burthen and do desperate 
battle. Thinking over the past, as her brain grew 
clearer, she saw the doubtfulness of being anything to 
Ralph Tremaine. He had some rather rigid notions 
on the subject of divorce. She remembered hearing 
him and his friend Cleaveland discuss the matter one 
evening, and the general laxity of morals concerning it, 
and he was warm almost to bitterness* 

And then Jasper Cameron had as solemnly declared 
that she should never be free. No, there was not one 
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cheerful avenue of escape open to her — it was a path 
over flames at every step, so she must gird herself with 
courage, and be strong in her own might. 

If Ralph Tremaine had but known the past, and held 
her guiltless of deception, it would have proved some 
comfort in her dark hour. She was amazed now that 
she could have lived with him even thus long, and kept 
it a secret. But what had been a simple enough mat- 
ter of hesitation to her, would look like wilful deceit 
to him. K 

" Catherine," she said, at length, laying her soft, 
slender hand into the toil-worn palm of the other, ^ C I 
am rested now, and I want to talk a little, I will not 
get excited or injure myself, and it seems best that you 
should know my story. I want one true and tendfer 
friend — so you must not turn away." 

"I will not desert you even if all others do — and 
while I have a home or can raise a finger, j r ou will not 
want for anything." 

" You are so good," and some grateful tears came 
to Dora's e3 r es. 

; « And you have neither mother nor sister. Oh, bairn, 
my heart greets sair for you." 

Now and then in moments of emotion, some idiom 
of the far distant land of childhood escaped her. 

"No. And sometimes, Catherine, I think my moth- 
er hardly loved me as other girls are loved. She was a 
strict, stern woman, resembling Uncle Gilbert a good 
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deal, without his moods of geniality. When I was 
about ten years of age, she became a devoted religious 
enthusiast, one of the gloomy kind who hold it a sin to 
laugh, or partake of any worldly enjoyment. She sent 
me to a religious school and took me to meetings with 
her, but my heart rebelled continually. 

"We had a neighbor, Mrs. Cameron by name, with 
whom my mother associated somewhat, as they both 
went to the same church. I think my mother was hon- 
est as well as earnest — but child as I was, there 
appeared something deceitful and underhand about this 
woman. She was a great exhorter, and held in high 
repute by the little circle in which she moved, and 
mother never seemed to object to her society. Indeed, 
it was about the only indulgence which I was allowed. 

" I was past fourteen, when a nephew of Mrs. 
Cameron came to make her a visit. My mother still 
considered me a child — in truth, I was nothing else. 
A crude, immature, undeveloped girl, ready for any 
impression. At this time my mother's health had 
begun to fail seriously, and I was left more to m} r self 
than ever before. To me, Jasper Cameron was like a 
demi-god. Young, handsome, with a smooth tongue, 
and daring, impetuous temperament, he captivated my 
girlish fancy at once. I did not think or reason; I 
only loved, if so blind an infatuation deserves the 
name. He was going away again, and persuaded me 
into a secret marriage — but I confess I took this step 
with great fear and trembling. 
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"I think now, that he must have had some other 
object in view. I can hardly believe that he loved me 
even then ; for remembering all the incidents, his passion 
does not appear at all like what one might expect of such 
a nature. I had gone to a meeting with Mrs. Cameron, 
but Jasper and I came out before its close, and went to 
the house of a distant clergyman, where the ceremony 
was performed. Then he took me home to my mother, 
which* indeed, had been my own stipulation. 

"I went to school the next morning, as usual. I 
nearly always met Jasper ; but this morning we missed. 
I was horribly nervous and ill at ease all day ; and the 
coming separation with Jasper, filled me with fearful 
forebodings. I thought then if any accident happened 
to him, it would break my heart. Poor, foolish child ! 
I wonder at myself, now. 

"When I returned home, I found my mother looking 
fearfully ill, and in a high state of excitement. Jasper 
had been in, it seemed, and disclosed our marriage. 
She was so very, so unreasonably angry ! I can give 
you no idea of her passion ; I never saw anything like 
it, and it cowered me at once. I had always stood in 
great fear of her, and now I yielded to her sway, told 
her my part of the story, and took her denunciations 
in silence. She told me that the marriage was not 
legal — that she would prove it in any court-room ; and 
made me promise not to see Jasper except in her pres- 
ence, to let him go away as he had proposed. I do not 
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remember half the arguments she used, but she did 
move me powerfully^ and I yielded without consenting 
in my heart. I held a stubborn faith in Jasper, and 
knowing that I was his wife, I waited for some auspi- 
cious event. I think now that I really believed he 
would take me away in spite of everything, and this 
blind hope enabled me to keep passive. 

" She wrote immediately to my Uncle Gilbert, whom 
she had not seen for many years, and received a brief 
reply — that he was just then engaged in some import- 
ant business, but that in about ten days he would 
come. In the meanwhile Jasper Cameron went away. 
We had one brief interview, in which I thought him 
strangely cold. He upbraided me for my want of 
faith, my lack of courage and love, and left me in a 
most miserable state of mind. I was nearly wild with 
despair. I begged him to write, to promise to return 
soon. How well I remember the mocking, half-cynical 
smile with which he said — 

"'Perhaps in two or three years — perhaps never 
again . You have proved yourself so brave and devoted 
that you can bear my absence with the utmost equanim- 
ity.' 

4 ' My mother failed rapidly. I had been so engrossed 
with my own griefs that I hardly noted the change in 
her until I found her barely able to totter to the sofa, 
one morning. Three days must yet elapse before Uncle 
Gilbert could come. She wrote again urging him not 
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to delay. All this time I was alone with her, for she 
would not have Mrs. Cameron admitted to her presence, 
and we had no other neighbors upon whom we felt free 
to call, for she had lived in such an isolated, unsocial 
manner. Her minister called to see her several times, 
but her disappointment in Mrs. Cameron seemed to 
embitter her against every one. The day before she 
expected Uncle Gilbert, she wrote at intervals as her 
strength would permit. Just at night she bade me 
bring her a candle and some sealing-wax, and then sent 
me from the room. 

"I waited a long while, growing more terrified as % 
the darkness set in. Presently I ventured to open the 
door. ' Mother!' I said. 

"There was no answer. I saw that the candle was 
burning down one side, and that a mass of charred 
wick had gathered at the top. 

* ' 'Mother ! ' I exclaimed again in affright — ' mother ! ' 

"There was still no answer. I ventured to push the 
door wider open. By the dim light I saw a ghastly 
vision. She had fallen back on the pillow, and her 
dull eyes gave a glassy, terrible stare ; her under jaw 
had fallen, disclosing the two rows of white teeth, and 
one thin hand grasped something, the bony fingers 
sharp and rigid. I shrieked with wildest fear — and 
obeying my first impulse, ran in for Mrs. Cameron. 

tfc She came immediately. I did not dare follow her 
into the room — so I crouched over the kitchen fire, 

9 
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and thankful that destiny had not cast my lot with Mrs. 
Cameron, for I began to entertain a 6trange mistrust of 
her. Uncle Gilbert's abrupt and rugged frankness was 
better. 

"So I went home with him. That I was silent 
almost to moroseness, did not seem at all to trouble 
him ; indeed we soon became quite good friends. And 
as my usual spirits returned, my heart softened even 
towards Jasper. 

"I had been with uncle Gilbert nearly three months, 
perhaps, and passed my fifteenth birthday, when one 
morning as I glanced carelessly over the columns of a 
newspaper, I saw the particulars of a wreck — the 
4 Evening Star,' outward bound on her way to China. 
My eye followed down the list of ill fated passengers, 
and stopped at one — there it was — c Jasper Cameron. ' 
With a cry or dismay, I sprang toward my uncle and 
fainted in his arms, the first time in my life that I had 
ever been so overcome. He was greatly surprised, as 
you may imagine, and in my terror and grief, I confessed 
my marriage, as well as all the facts connected there- 
with. He was very indignant, but less so with me 
than Jasper Cameron and his aunt, and questioned me 
closely upon every particular. 

u c I did not like the looks of the woman when I saw 
her,' he said, c and you were a poor, weak, foolish child, 
but it might have been worse. I am glad the scamp is 
dead — he has met with his just deserts. As for you, 
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I shall adopt you legally and have your name changed, 
so that you will be in very deed and truth Miss Verner. 
We will have nothing to remind us of this hateful epi- 
sode ; and if you care for my regard, you will never 
mention that man's name, or refer to any of his tribe. 
Oh, I do not wonder that your poor mother was angry ! 
She had suffered from an imprudent marriage herself. 
Well, let it all be forgotten.' 

" He kissed me soothingly, though he was not given 
to much tenderness or caressing, as you well know. 
But I shall always love him for the affection he evinced 
then. And so the matter was settled, passing out of 
my mind by-and-by like a dream, though there is one 
incident that I must mention. Mrs. Cameron came 
while I was away at school, and had a rather stormy 
interview with my uncle. He told her pretty plainly 
what he thought of her share of the transaction. 

" * If you knew all, you would regret your treatment 
of me,' she said. ' I could have put your niece in the 
way of a handsome fortune. Now she can find it out 
as she best may ! ' 

" Uncle Gilbert laughed at this, and she, more angry 
than ever, left the house. 

" You know how our lives glided on after j t ou came, 
my uncle gradually failing in health, and I growing to 
womanhood. We did love each other sincerely. And 
Mr. Tremaine's visits were never any secret to you. I 
had learned to like and esteem him truly, as Uncle 
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Gilbert's friend, but his proposal took me quite by sur- 
prise. It may be a weak confession, Catherine, yet 
beside my regard for him there was such a pressure 
upon me that I could hardly resist. If I had disliked 
him, I dare say it would have roused me into active 
opposition ; but as it was, there were many points to 
consider. My uncle threatened to disinherit me if # I 
refused ; and to be turned adrift upon the world, penni- 
less and friendless, was not a very inviting prospect. 
Then he begged and persuaded, and liking Mr. Tre- 
maine as I did, I consented. I remembered my old 
girlish passion for Jasper Cameron, and how soon it 
had died out, so you see I was not prepared to demand 
an extravagant affection again, or think it absolutely 
necessary that I should experience it. But I was hon- 
est with him. I told him how I felt, and he was not 
only satisfied, but earnest to take me. When I found 
how happy I could make him, I had no further misgiv- 
ing. Uncle Gilbert promised to tell the story of my 
marriage, for I could not bring mj'self to speak of it, 
so distasteful had it become. 

" It was a hasty marriage, as you know, Catherine. 
Uncle Gilbert was anxious to have it take place before 
he died, and so I became Ralph Jremaine's wife. Be- 
fore a month had elapsed I was perfectly satisfied, and 
would not have exchanged my state for any liberty. 
I think even then I loved him more deeply than I was 
aware. But one day Uncle Gilbert told me that he 
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had not informed Mr. Tremaine of my earlier marriage. 
He had commenced one evening when they were alone, 
by saying that before I was fifteen I had entertained a 
girlish penchant for a young fellow who had been 
drowned, when Mr. Tremaine stopped him. 

" 'That can make but little difference to me,V he 
said, c since I too have had a fancy more deeply rooted 
than hers. It will be enough if she loves me now.' 

" I cannot tell you how indignant this confession 
made me. If it had been from any but a dying man, 
and one to whom I owed so much — and then, too, he 
seemed to think that Mr. Tremaine and I would be 
happier with it left unspoken now. I weakly yielded 
the point, and shortly afterwards Uncle Gilbert died. 
Mr. Tremaine was all tenderness and devotion. We 
went to Woodlea then, his lovely home, and oh, Cathe- 
rine, the last morning on which we were together, I 
felt that I did worship him with my whole soul. I can 
not tell why I should have had such a presentiment, 
but it almost seemed as if some evil fate was lying in 
stote for me. If I had only told him then ! " 

"And you never did?" Catherine Dawson's voice 
was low, with a tinge of reproach. 

" Oh, Catherine, pity me a little. It is my misery 
now. I used to think I would, but the right time 
never came. And now Jasper Cameron has returned, 
for he was not dead. He sent for me that very day. 
I had been talking with him, and was almost wild with 
terror and despair, when I came her%" ed t 
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" It cannot be ! Are you quite sure, child? " 

" Oh, Catherine, if I could doubt ! " 

" Hush now and rest," the woman said, noting how 
wan the tremulous lips had become. 

" No, let me finish. I want to tell you about that 
day. After all, what is. life to me now that I should 
take such care ! " 

Dora went on more slowly, pausing now and then as 
if some scene almost escaped her. Catherine listened, 
feeling that the case was well nigh hopeless. Jasper 
Cameron had returned to claim his wife, aud even if 
she hated him, there was the bond. 

" He is a mean, selfish, underhand villain ! " she ex- 
claimed, "and he is not doing this for any love of you. 
Oh, why did God allow him to return ! " 

"Why, Catherine? We were so happy ; there was 
such a tender confidence and* love growing up between 
us. And now I need him so much, so much." 

" You can never be anything to " 

"Do not, Catherine! It makes me shudder. If it 
came to that, I believe I should kill myself first, and 
trust God to forgive. For he must understand how 
hard, how terrible it is ! " 

" You said that you sent to— Mr. Tremaine? ,, Dora 
resumed, after a pause. "Tell me when, and who 
took the note?" 

" That very afternoon. Jemmy Connor went down 
town with it, and found Mr. Tremaine." 
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The last words were uttered slowly. 

" I wish I could see him." 

It was not hard work to find Jemmy. After a little 
looking up and down the street, Mrs. Dawson espied 
him, and summoned him within, explaining what was 
wanted of him. 

Jemmy went through with his usual scrape and tug 
at his hat, but looked decidedly awkward. 

" Are you sure that you saw Mr. Tremaine?" Dora 
asked. 

Jemmy flushed at the sound of the low, sweet voice, 
and stared until his face grew redder than before. 

"Tell me how you found the place," she went on 
encouragingly. 

"Sure, I hunted up an' down the street lookin' for 
the sign, an' when I found it, a man stood by the door. 
'Who did you want?' ses he, an' I ses — c Mr. Tre- 
maine.' 'That is my name,' ses he, an' then I gev 
him the note. ' That is lucky,' says he, ' for I was just 
goin' up to Woodlea, an' with that he ses thankee, my 
lad, and crammed it in his pocket." 

"What kind of a looking man was he?" Dora 
asked. 

Jemmy stared in blank wonder. 

" Was he tall, and did he have a full brown beard? " 

" Yes, a big pair of whiskers. I think he was tall ;" 
came more hesitatingly. Truth to tell, Jemmy remem- 
bered very little about him. 
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"That will do," said Dora, wearily. "I am much 
obliged." 

Jemmy pulled his hat and backed out of the room. 
Dora turned her face over on the pillow and was silent 
a long while. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

FACING TATE. 

mIDINGr away her face, Dora Tremaine shed 
many bitter tears. The truth was plain 
enough, she thought. Jasper had gone to her 
husband and told him the story — and what would have 
roused his sympathy under any other circumstances, 
appeared now an act of shameful treachery. Shocked 
and stunned, he had not cared to see her. Indeed, why 
should he? Too merciful to upbraid, too just and too 
upright to take her in his arms and kiss the poor throb- 
bing brow and the pale, cold lips. Ah, to be shut out 
of such love and tenderness, to be put away in dreary 
silence. No wonder he had not hastened to her when 
they must stand apart and only look the longing it had 
become a sin to speak. 

And as he waited hour by hour, day by day, the 
sense of truth and right had grown stronger upon him. 
Would it have changed anything if she had gone to 
him at first? No, there was the awful, the irrevocable 
fact that neither could alter. She was the wife of 
another! Death had not dissolved the bond — and if 
the law could, there would be a long delay. Even then 
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Mr. Tremaine might hesitate about taking a divorced 
woman, a woman who had deceived him, back to his 
heart. On all sides, her case looked hopeless. 

44 Catherine," she called, feebly. 

44 What is it, my bairn?" 

44 Oh, Catherine, you will never, never desert me! 
Promise that you will be tender as mothers are to their 
unfortunate children. I shall want a friend, I may 
want a home, even. Will you and Mark be kind to 
me in distress ? I seem so utterly forlorn and helpless, 
so shut away from those who might befriend me at any 
other time. Have I sinned irremediably?" 

44 It was not your fault. God will hold you guiltless, 
I know. And if Mr. Tremaine had come, had heard 
jour story, he could hardly have blamed. Some evil 
fate seems laid upon you. But for life or death, no 
mother can be tenderer or more true than I shall be 
to you, my poor, dear child." 

44 If he should come again, Catherine — Jasper Came- 
ron, I mean — I must see him. I want to know all, 
the very worst that he can do ! " 

44 Wait until to-morrow. You are weak and have 
fatigued yourself so much already." 

44 No, my good Catherine ; let me get through with 
this trouble, and to-morrow you will find me most 
obedient. The suspense and anxiety nearly drive me 
wild." . 

Even as she spoke, there was a low, peculiar knock 
\t the door, and Catherine started nervously. 
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" That is Jasper Cameron," she said. 

" Leave me alone, please ; but stay within hearing — 
in the next room ; and, oh, Catherine, do not go away 
for an instant." 

There was a world of entreaty # in Dora's pathetic eyes, 
and the slender hands clasped each other. 

4 4 My child, no. Must you see him ? " 

"It will be better, I think. Go. He will become 
impatient. " 

Catherine held quite a long parley with her visitor. 
If it had been possible still to exclude him, she would 

s 

have done so ; but he was very urgent. 

u The doctor has said that it would be perilous to 
disturb her, " Catherine answered, sternly. 

"But just to see her, to exchange half a dozen words 
with her, is all I ask. If you knew what she is to me, 
you could not be so obdurate. " 

An expression of contempt curled Catherine's lip. 
It was not lost upon Cameron, who noted everything, 
in case he might need the clue afterwards. 

She ushered him in with evident reluctance. Step- 
ping into the little parlor, he gave one glance around, 
and half kneeling at the side of the bed, exclaimed in 
tones of tragic pathos — 

"My dear, dear wife! To see you at last, even 
here—" 

"Do not call me by that name, Jasper Cameron!" 
And Dora's eyes flashed for an instant. 
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He glanced at her with a mean, masterful expression 
that made her shudder. It said that he could dare an}-- 
thing, since he had the power on his side. 

" I have not been able to see you until to-da}*, " she 
began, feebly, realizing at the moment how weak she 
had grown, " and I should not now, except that I want- 
ed to ask you a question. You have seen Mr. Tre- 
maine ! " 

It was more assertion than* question. He revolved 
in his mind for a few seconds how much he should 
admit. For he had the habit, this Jasper Cameron, of 
stopping at no lie. His faculty of invention was neat 
and plausible. 

Interpreting his silence wrongly, she continued with 
great earnestness, 

4 ' After giving you my word that I would not attempt 
to see him*, it was cowardly, unmanly in the extreme, 
to strike a defenceless woman in that manner ! You 
went to him — you must have gone the very instant 
that you parted with me, and told him — Heaven onty. 
knows what ! If there had been any pity for you in 
my heart before, that would have crushed it! You 
could not have taken a more effectual method, Jasper 
Cameron ! " 

She had not seen Mr. Tremaine then. To be sure 
he had been working for this end, but some strong feel- 
ing on the gentleman's part must have kept him from 
Dora, even if he had not received the suinmons, unless 
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indeed, he could not guess at her hiding-place. At 
any rate fate favored him, he thought with some ex- 
ultation. 

"When I reconsidered," he began in. a bland tone, 
" I thought that it was barbarous to keep Mr. Tre- 
maine in the dark. You know that I proposed our 
going together, and you refused. Was it not kind in 
me to give him an opportunity to seek you if he de- 
sired ?" 

She writhed at this. 

1 c After your statement ! " she said, with all the scorn 
she could command, " You told him — " 

" The truth ! " and Jasper Cameron raised his voice, 
mentally resolving that Mr. Tremaine should be in- 
formed according to this programme. " That you were 
my wife, and that no law and no power should compel 
me to give you up. Heavens, Dora ! I am more reso- 
lute to-day than at our first interview ! " 

"What can you do?" 

She asked the question with a fearlessness that 
angered him. And there crept into his heart a strange 
mixture of love and admiration for this brave, beautiful 
woman. 

" I could prove myself your master. I could order 

j-ou to be taken from this place and kept under my 

protection until the law divorced us, which it can 

never do. Since I am willing to forgive the past, love 

you and care for you, you would have a hard matter in- 
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deed to make out any cause against me. There is noth- 
ing but the humiliating confession that you have been 
untrue, and loved another man." 

" There is the truth that I shall never shrink from, 
or be ashamed of, that, believing you dead, I married 
another. I shall love him to my life's end." 

" You are bold in your infidelity, madam," he ex- 
claimed, with a sneer. 

She flushed deeply. Was it necessary to endure this 
man's insults? 

" Catherine," she called. 

Jasper Cameron frowned. He much preferred that 
there should be no witness to their conversation. 

Catherine Dawson entered. Besides the almost 
. stern look habitual to her, she showed plainly in every 
line of her face, her scorn and dislike of Cameron. 

" I am not utterly friendless," Dora began in a low, 
yet clear tone. " This woman has been a witness to 
my daily life, since shortly after my mother's death. 
She saw my acquaintance with Mr. Tremaine, my mar- 
riage, and we have been trusty friends. To her I con- 
fided my story. If you have any proposal to make, I 
wish you to do it now and here. Since you have taken 
unfair advantage of my silence, I do not hold myself 
bound by any promise concerning Mr. Tremaine. I 
shall see him whenever I choose." 

"This person knows then that you are my wife?" 
Jasper Cameron said with a supercilious smile. 
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" She knows, that, as a child, I was over persuaded to 
marry you, and that a few words, binding in law, per- 
haps, link us together in a fatal manner: But as God 
bears me witness, I shall never be the wife of any man 
save Ralph Tremaine." 

"You prejudge my case altogether," he said in a 
wounded tone. " You give me no opportunity to show 
love or tenderness. How can you tell, parted as we 
were the very hour of our marriage, that you will never 
be able to love me ? All I ask is a fair trial. Let me 
visit you as a friend for a few weeks, prove to you my 
sincere sorrow that I should have even seemed to for- 
feit my claim on your regard. When* you have heard 
my story, perhaps you may think me deserving of a 
little pity, as well as Mr. Tremaine." 

"It cannot alter the fact that I do not love you," 
and her clear, incisive tone would have brought a knell 
of despair to any man who truly loved. 

For a moment Jasper Cameron was silent. Truth to 
tell, the presence of a third person disconcerted him, 
and somehow he felt that indulging any extravagant 
demonstrations of affection would prove a farce. 

" I want you to make your plans without the slight- 
est possibility of my changing. There is none. If I 
never saw Mr. Tremaine again, if he cast me utterly 
from him in anger, still, before God, he would be my 
husband. If I saw you daily, I could not relent. 
Nay, there would come an utter loathing and abhor- 
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rence, until I should welcome the deepest dungeon, if it 
but shut me from your sight. Now you know my feel- 
ings — what have you to propose ? " 

"You are ill and not fit to discuss this subject. 
Some day when a calmer frame of mind succeeds your 
present excitable state — " 

" There can come but one — death." 

She uttered the words so. solemnly that he felt awed 
in spite of himself. And yet her stubborn resolve au- 
gered him. He was convinced that she would resolutely 
keep to her word, and that nothing could re-awaken a 
tenderness in her soul for him. Oh, why had he been 
so hasty in those old days. A fortnight's patience and 
delay would have saved all to him, the wealth that he 
coveted, the woman that he longed to subjugate. To 
be master of this proud, defiant Dora ! 

There was a long pause, and Dora Tremaine felt that 
her strength was giving way. 

"If I have made no plans for the future, it was be- 
cause I hoped to win your favor at length," he began 
slowly. "The law of course consigns you to my 
care — " 

" I am not so sure of that ! " she interrupted. 

He was losing his temper. "At least," he said, 
" until you are free from your bond to me, you are my 
wife. Make one attempt to return to Mr. Tremaine, 
and I shall proceed to the utmost limits of the law. 
If you are desirous to have your folly and disgrace 
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bruited abroad, jou know now what course to pursue. 
In that case I shall not be merciful." 

Mercy! There was none in the man's soul — that 
she knew, 

. " You need not fear my returning to Mr. Tremaine 
until I can do so honorably," she answered with bitter 
scorn. 

For the present then, 3-ou will remain here ?* 

Dora turned wearily. 

"For the present," she replied in a feeble tone. 

"You have talked quite long enough," Catherine 
Dawson said, coming forward. "You can see how 
much she is exhausted." 

It was growing plainly evident. A blue line lingered 
about her lips and a deep shadow underneath her eyes. 
Every feature seemed strained and rigid with intense 
emotion. 

" I shall come in to-morrow," he announced loftily, 
as if no one had a right to gainsay him. In the mean- 
time Mrs. and he looked keenly at Catherine, but 

she made no sign—" spare no pains or expense. Al- 
though she will hot believe it," and he lowered his 
voice, " she is very dear to me. Are you alone? Do 
you not need a nurse, or some assistance?" 

" Nothing," Catherine replied sternly. " If she can 
have peace ancl quiet she will soon recover, for she has 
a fine constitution. Otherwise I will not answer for her." 

''If you should be-*- in need of anything r^" and 
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Jasper Cameron slipped his hand into his pocket with a 
thoughtful air. 

" Nothing from you ! " Catherine Dawson said with 
undisguised contempt. 

He bowed jauntily and sauntered down the street, 
turning the first corner. A young man of two or three- 
and-twenty, rather seedy looking, started from some 
nook below and walked slowly toward him with a rather 
peculiar air. 

" Well, Dan?" Cameron's voice had a pleasant, in- 
different sound. 

"Will I go on, sir? It is hardish work just loung- 
ing round in one spot. Nothin' happens." 

' ' You are paid for it — as well as if you broke stones 
on the road, and it is not as tiresome. Yes, you will 
go on. If a sick woman should be taken away from 
this house by day or by night, you are to follow and 
see where she goes. And if a man calls — you remem- 
ber the description ? " 

"Yes." 

" If you can hang round and hear anything — " 

" Yes." 

" Keep a good watch. You will not regret serving 
me, my fine fellow," and Jasper Cameron took out his 
well-filled pocket-book and selected therefrom a note. 

u Thankee. I will find out all I can, you may depend 
upon that." 

Cameron walked away with a satisfied air, as if he 
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were a benevolent gentleman-relieving some poor wretch. 
Something sharp caught his finger as he returned the 
pocket-book to its place. 

" By Jove!" he muttered, "it is not a very sensi- 
ble thing, keeping this note;" and taking out the 
crumpled missive he perused it again with a sinister 
smirk. Catherine Dawson's message that had cost her 
so much care and trouble. 

"Ha ! Ha !" he laughed, just above his breath. "Jas- 
per Cameron is a sharp fellow to deal with, as j t ou will 
learn Mesdames. But was there ever an occurrence 
where everybody was so completely in the dark? Not 
a soul dares show his hand. Tremaine is a fool ! Dora 
ditto, but it serves my purpose excellently. Commend 
me to your innocent people, say I — they will make 
themselves out infinitely more guilty than any rogue 
would. And as for courage — the face of innocence is 
all bosh ! It will not sustain its votaries or victims, 
anywhere, but turns red and confused at the first accusa- 
tion. I may as well destroy this, seeing that it has 
answered my purpose. Odd how everything plays into 
my hands! Oh, my lady Dora, I know how many 
heartaches you have had over j-our husband's tacit re- 
fusal to come to terms. I must see him now, to keep 
my story good. And whj r not? I am not sure but it 
is the very best move I can make. I shall know the 
dearly devoted' s sentiments, and whether he is of the 
forgiving order. I must manage her somehow. After 
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I have hunted her down she may be willing to do the 
handsome thing and buy herself off at a large figure. 
September — and now it is June ! Hang it ! I wish I 
had not taken it up in quite such a hurry. But then 
she never can know unless Colby is fool enough to tell 
her. The man is a villian in all but courage ! A weak, 
drivelling fool ! But I must see them both. Gad ! If 
Dora could be kept out of sight for two or three months, 
the thing might work. Jasper, that is a lucky thought ! 
Dangle that bait temptingly beforo Colby's eyes, and 
ten to one if he does not snap at it. Half without an}' 
encumbrance — by Jove! that is worth trying for. 
Only, Mrs. Dora, I would like to take you in hand," 
and he ground his boot heel savagely on the pavement, 
while a diabolical gleam flashed out of his eye. " But 
women never do pay, so where would be the satisfac- 
tion. To keep her away from Tremaine will be enough. 
Yes, the man is a fool — 'if he loves her ! I will judge 
of that before I am twenty-four hours older." 

Cameron lighted his cigar and sauntered jauntily 
along, maturing his plans. Of his interview on the 
following day with both Mr. Tremaine and Colby, the 
reader is already aware. It seemed indeed as if some 
fatal fortune favored him. He hesitated at' no false- 
hood, he could witness the sufferings of others calmly, 
and take advantage of the slightest incident that could 
be turned to his own account . A bold, gentlemanly, 
plausible YilWn. ! 
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CHAPTER XII. 

JASPER CAMERON PROPOSES A TRUCE. 

IFTER Catherine Dawson had dismissed Mr. 
Cameron she returned to Dora, who needed 
instant attention, and she had hardly restored 
her patient to a tranquil state of mind when the doctor 
made his appearance. 

44 Mrs. Dawson," he began rather sharply, u There has 
been some bad work here ! She is feverish and excited, 
with a galloping pulse, and nerves that might have 
been wrung out of boiling water. My injunctions have 
not been obeyed." 

44 Do not blame her," Dora pleaded faintly. 

"It was my fault. She is the best and tenderest 
nurse that one could have." 

44 But you take your own way ; " and he smiled a little, 
softening his voice. u Of what avail is our good work 
if you undo it so soon ! Did you sit up ? " 

44 No." 

44 Then you talked a good deal, which was infinitely 
worse. You were much improved this morning ! " 

44 And I am better now, stronger. Oh, doctor, have 
no fear ! People never die when they desire it ardently." 
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There was a strong, cold despair in her tone that 
touched him. 

"You did not wish to die," he said softly, and yet 
confidently. 

Did she? If Ralph Tremaine must be taken out of 
her life, then death, or anything. 

After that, as the summer twilight closed in around 
the two women, both were silent. Dora was thinking 
endlessly of her husband. How implacable he must 
be, to know that she was ill, suffering, and not desire 
to see her, not even send to ask after her* Why, she 
might die ! For, if his love had received so great a 
wound that he did not care to look upon her face, he 
might still have a little tender regard for her who had 
once been so dear. How cruel to think that he had 
lost all interest. 

Perhaps she condemned him unjustly. She wanted 
to be merciful and right. He might not have recovered 
from the shock ; indeed, she knew not what horrible 
version of the story he might have heard. She almost 
wondered, that, understanding her so well, and having 
so few of the facts of her past life, he believed the 
the story at all. Would she have taken into her con- 
fidence a stranger, and listened to some monstrous 
accusation against her husband ? No, a thousand limes 
no! 

All night she tossed about restlessly. It was very 
warm, and she missed her spacious room with its cool, 
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fragrant breezes. More than all, the loving heart that 
had pillowed her, the fond lips that had kissed her be- 
tween snatches of sleep. Oh, what if the place could 
never be hers again ! 

"My child, you have worried yourself sadly," Mrs. 
Dawson said, looking at the haggard face. 

"Oh, Catherine, I do not know which way to turn ! 
Does it not seem to you that Mr. Tremaine might come ? 
Does he care whether I live or die ? " 

' ' Yes he might come ! " Catherine exclaimed bluntly. 

"It is cruel for him to stop away at such a time. 
Even if he believed that villain's story — " 

"The story is true, you know. He can hardly help 
believing that. And when he thinks that I am not his 
^nfe — perhaps never can be again — oh, it is horrible, 
is it not? The best thing would be for me to die, and 
yet I do not feel like dying, only dragging through a 
hopeless, miserable life. I do not know — maybe my 
notions are not very clear, but if he had commuted any 
crime, I should have clung to him ; at least, I should 
have been tender and wanted to comfort — " 

Her voice died away in a dreary sigh. 

" Suppose we were to write again — or even if I were 
to go to Woodlea? — " 

"No, Catherine, I could not be left alone. The 
letter might do. I think I will write by-and-by. I 
wish I had asked Jasper Cameron just what he told 
him. When he comes this morning I want to see him." 
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"But the doctor— " 

" No matter. I might as well talk and injure my- 
self as to keep up an incessant worry ! Yes I must 
see him. Then I will decide what it is best to do." 

But Jasper Cameron did not come. He had more 
important matters on hand that morning. 

What if the whole thing was a hideous lie ! * If she 
could only think that she had been very ill and dreamed 
it! 

Jasper Cameron was much better prepared for the 
next interview. It was mid-afternoon when he made 
his appearance, in his usual easy, half insolent fashion. 
Dora's heart sank within her at once. 

44 1 hope you are improving?" he said with a great 
appearance of cordiality ; but the wan eyes and sunken 
face did not betoken much in the way of recovery. 

She gave him a sort of haughty glance, and did not 
reply immediately. He had formed plans for every 
conceivable emergency, which he could put into execu- 
tion with the rapidity of a thought, or pass by without 
the slightest feeling of disappointment, while her brain 
was in a weary tumult of fear and despair. Turn 
whichever way she would, she saw no hope. 

He gathered no encouragement from that stony face, 
but he followed out his role as exactly as if he expected 
it to be quite convincing. 

44 Dora," he began almost plaintively, 44 1 have been 
thinking this matter over continually since our last in- 
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terview, and have discussed it with my frieiid, who is 
most anxious to try his powers of persuasion upon 
you. It all comes back to this fact — you are my legal 
wife. You cannot resume honorable relations with Mr. 
Tremaine at present ; Indeed, from what I have heard 
and seen, he is not the kind of man to risk any great 
scandal." 

"You told him!" Dora exclaimed fiercely. "You 
had no mercy, but struck that cruel blow to the soul of 
the best and tenderest of men ! " 

" I told him, certainly. Dora, could j'ou have gone 
on in your relations with him, knowing that I was still 
alive?" 

There was ah air of surprised and injured innocence 
about the man that nearly maddened Dora. She 
roused herself and sprang up from the pillow. 

" Oh," she said, her eyes flashing scornfulty, "you 
need not distress yourself about my morality ! As I 
told you, I entrusted the whole story to a friend for 
Mr. Tremaine, believing, as God is my witness, that 
you were dead. I should no more have married him 
with that between us, than I should have cut off my 
right hand. It is my misfortune and misery now that 
this, friend was not true to his trust. I have made but 
one fearful mistake, and that was not confessing imme- 
diately. I know what lies between us now, and you 
need not fear that I shall so forget my womanly honor 
as to take one step, either with you or him that any 

1 



I56 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

person might question. I shall not see you again 
except in the presence off a witness." 

There was a long silence. Dora realized how com 
pletely she was shut out from any claim upon Tre- 
maine. All this time she had been hoping — she knew 
not exactly what — but if Ralph would come, would 
forgive her unwitting deception, and look at the future 
with her, considering what was best to be done, her 
.burthen would seem so much lighter. She would be 
willing to abide by his decision. Even if they were 
parted forever by an inexorable fate, so long as she 
could think of him as a dear friend, sorrowing with 
herself, it would be such an heaventy comfort compared 
to this black despair. 

" You told him all? " Dora's voice was cold, though 
tremulous with anguish. 

" I told him the truth — explained to him that I had 
made attempts to send you word of my existence, and 
that — I loved you still." 

These last words were uttered with the very refine- 
ment of cruelty. 

"Jasper Cameron, you do not love me!" she re- 
plied with bitter emphasis. "You do not know the 
meaning of the word, you never did ! " 

He. bit his lip in a passion of anger, but it was not 
allowed to appear on his handsome face. Rising, he 
came to the bedside, and clasped his hands with a 
pathetic air. 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



THE TIDE OF FATt. \tft 

"Dora/* and his tone waa low, held in a powerful 
check. " Try me. I ask it humbly, sincerelj\ Give 
me a chance to vindicate myself, to be true and tender. 
My whole life shall be devoted to you. I will make 
amends for all that may have seemed neglectful in the 
past. Just once, Dora — a month, any time you may 
choose to appoint." 

" You weary me," she said with cold disdain. "We 
can never, never be anything to each other — even if 
Ralph Tremaine were dead — so cease your importu- 
nity. If you have any business, explain that, and then 
cease to persecute me by j r our presence." 

' ' What do you propose to do ? " 

He asked the question insolently, and she felt that 
she was in his power, disguise it as she might. 

" Die, if it is God's will. If not — endure to the 
end. No loneliness, nor anguish, nor despair, shall 
change my purpose. If you dared to try to take me 
away, I should publish to the whole world that I hated 
3 r ou. I cannot be forced into any step." 

He knew that he had no supreme power over this 
woman's soul. To resort to force might be to dare an 
unwelcome crisis. 

"Dora," he said presently, "I have one offer to 
make, although I think few men wV>uld be as generous. 
You are weak and excited now, and absolutely incapa- 
ble of taking a fair view of the case. If I wanted to 
be revenged for your confessed hatred of me, I could 
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do it by frustrating all your efforts to gain any kind of 
legal freedom. I feel at times, when you rouse the 
demon within me, as if I should do this, but in the end 
it would be poor satisfaction. And still, I am hardly 
convinced but that you might be won to love me. Let 
us, therefore, consent to a truce. For the next three 
months you shall live quietly with any friend whom you 
may elect, giving me the privilege of calling occasion- 
ally. If, during that time, your feelings have under- 
gone no change, I will withdraw my claim and no lon- 
ger oppose any statement that the law may be able to 
make. All I ask of you is a promise that you will not 
expose yourself to Mr. Tremaine's influence.. Act 
perfectly honest and fair with me, and you shall not be 
the loser." 

Catherine Dawson bent her neck and shoulders to 
gain a good view of Jasper Cameron's face. His voice 
had carried with it a strange power, as he meant it 
should, but though apparently fair and honest, she fan- 
cied that some sinister motive must be lurking in the 
background. But the face revealed nothing, granting 
that he had other motives. A handsome face, sad and 
touching, and while Catherine could not believe in it, 
neither could she refrain from pitying. 

Dora roused herself again and glanced steadily at* 
him. He saw his advantage with both woman. 

" Oh, Dora, how can I give you up ! You said that 
I did not love^rot ! Ah, you can never, never know 
. 
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the sacrifice I make in relinquishing all thoughts of 
your love. Still I only ask to be satisfied. There 
have been hours when I would rather see you forever 
wretched than happy with another, but your sufferings 
have conquered that selfish sentiment. " 

He covered his face with his hands. Dora was deep- 
ly and strangely moved. It seemed almost as if happi- 
ness might be possible again. She had said on their 
first meeting that she preferred open enmity, but was 
not a faint fragment of respect better? 

' ' If you mean what you say, Jasper Cameron " — and 
Dora's voice trembled with excitement. 

4 'Heaven knows that I do. If you will but wait 
until I am convinced that my case is entirely hope- 



" And you promise then not to use any mean, treach- 
erous subterfuge ? " 

"I swear it. This time, in September, if you can 
still say that your feelings towards me are unchanged, I 
will do whatever you bid me. If it is to leave my native 
land forever, I will even obey that behest. " 

Dora Tremaine cast about in her mind for the cause 
of this sudden conversion. What motive could impel 
him to this generosity? He had refused her money in 
the first instance, so it was not for any thought of gain. 
Would this step compromise her any in the eyes of the 
world — or most of all, in the eyes of Ralph Tremaine? 
Come what would, she could be nothing to him at pres- 
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"I do not know," she said, weakly. " I think you 
mean fairly — but somehow I am confused. Will you 
agree that Catherine Dawson shall always be a witness 
to these interviews?" . 

44 A hard condition," he replied, slowly. 

44 It is the only condition on which I shall grant 
them, " was her decisive answer. 

He affected to consider. You could imagine from" 
the knitted brows that there was a severe struggle 
going on, and yet he had mentally consented the instant 
the words had fallen from her lips. He was not one 
to rouse suspicion by any hasty move. 

44 As you will, " he said at length, in a reluctant tone, 
as if the concession had been wrung from him. 44 In 
return, you will not change your abode without inform- 
ing me?" 

4 'You will find me keeping mj r promise in the slight- 
est particular. Nay, I will endeavor to judge you fair- 
ly — rand though I know well that my love can never 
change, my feelings may soften towards j-ou. " 

44 This woman here, Catherine Dawson, I think you 
call her, will be witness to our compact. For three 
months you are to allow me to call once or twice in a 
week. During this time you are to study me in an 
unprejudiced manner, so far as circumstances will allow, 
and not to be swajed from an impartial judgment by 
any representations of Mr. Tremaine's. If by that 
time I have gained no influence over you, I promise to 
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abide by your decision. I think you cannot call me 
unreasonable. " 

It all looked very fair. Catherine had been paying 
the closest attention to discover anything like double- 
dealing — but though not altogether convinced of his 
uprightness, she could place her finger on no perceptible 
flaw. 

"Yes," Dora answered, feebly, "I consent. And 
if you deal unfairly with me, Jasper Cameron, Heaven 
requite you in the same measure." 

She looked at him intently with her earnest eyes, and 
saw no mor6 evidence than Catherine had found. 

" Best assured that I shall keep my word." 

"Go now," she said, wearily. "I am tired and 
worn." 

He bowed with respectful reverence and slowly with- 
drew. 

"Catherine!" she called, as Mrs. Dawson went to 
see her visitor safely out of the hall-door. 

" Catherine," — in a low and hurried whisper — " ask 
him — how Mr. Tremaine took the blow — and any- 
thing else. I cannot — of him." 

The woman found Mr. Cameron on the porch. 

"Does the doctor think her really improving?" he 
questioned with much eagerness. . " She looked so 
worn and weak that my heart ached. It has quite 
unmanned me." 

"I believe she will recover. If she could feel at 
ease in her mind." D ^ edb 



162 DRIFTED ASUNDER, 

" I was hard with her at first, but I could not think 
of relinquishing my claim ; and she was still more severe 
with me. She cannot understand that I love her, have 
loved in spite of silence and absence. " 

" You told Mr. Tremaine this?" she asked, gravely. 

"That I loved her? yes." 

"And how did he bear it ! " 

She uttered the words slowly and with an effort. 

"He was deeply shocked, and of course taken very 
much by surprise. I think — do you know him well?" 

" I have known him for some time." 

"Is he not rather — implacable? slow to forgive in- 
juries? I judged as much from his demeanor. If she 
could forget him." 

"She never will." 

" He may overlook it in time, — at present he seems 
very rigid in his ideas — but the shock was great. One 
cannot blame him so deeply, though." 

She had no more questions to ask. Jasper Cameron 
bowed airily and stepped into the street, glancing back 
once or twice. 

" I fancy that will settle it," he said confidently to 
himself. "My course is about decided now. If I can 
make Colby come to terms, and kciep Dora from Tre- 
maine for a month or so. He is rather sharp, I take it. 
Well, I will trust luck. The jade has befriended me so 
far, I must confess." 
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j CHAPTER Xm. 

JASPER CAMERON MAKES A FRIEND. 

EDO not know whether I am right or not," 
Dora said wearily, "Fate has closed around 
me like a web. I do not know which way to 
turn." 

" Wait patiently, my child. There may be a* break 
in the clouds by-and-by." 

' ' And you think — oh, will Ralph ever forgive ? But, 
Catherine, I am afraid it is too late to hope for much. 
Can it ever be made right ? If Ralph would come — " 

" You spoke of writing again — ," Catherine ventured 
timidly. 

" Not after what Jasper Cameron said." She had 
dragged the truth out of the woman, word by word. 
" Oh, if I could only tell what to do." 

And so Dora tossed restlessly upon her pillow. 
Catherine went about her household tasks, for Mark 
was coming home that night. What would he say to 
Dora's trouble? He had a generous heart, so there 
was no fear of his grudging the poor creature a home. 
And though Catherine racked her brains for expedients, 
she did not see how they could have done any differ- 
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ently. More than once she had been tempted to go to 
Mr. Tremaine and tell him how Dora suffered. One 
thought alone restrained her. If he believed that Dora 
was not his wife, and, as such, hesitated to see her, 
through any feeling of displeasure or sense of propriety, 
it would be hardly right to force him into her presence. 
Dora loved him with passionate yearning, tenderness, 
and perhaps in a T?eak moment it might mislead them 
both. No, it was not advisable to thrust them into 
temptation. 

She was glad enough to welcome Mark, with his 
grave smile, and quiet greeting. He had come up the 
side entrance through the garden. 

" You look troubled Katie," he said slowly. 

u You have not been worrying the week through like 
a foolish child!" 

" Yes, Mark, I have wanted you sadly. Not because 
I was so lonesome, for I have had a visitor since Tues- 
day, but I have been sore troubled. Let us go out in 
the garden a bit, I can tell you better there." 

Mark followed her and listened to her story, much 
surprised, it must be confessed. 

"She has made a great mistake, the poor things" 
was his response. " She should have gone to Mr. 
Tremaine at once, and not given the villain a chance to 
tell his story first." . 

" But, Mark, she could not. She fainted dead away 
in my arms, and this morning is the very first that she 
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has been out of her bed. I think he might have come. 
It seems so cold and angry like for him to stay away, 
and he so tender of her ! " 

"But she is not his wife," Mark said sturdity. 
"Maybe his brain is clearest about the matter. He 
has sent to see if she has everything comfortable?" 

"No, not even that, though he must know that I 
would feel like a mother towards her." 

" Then the man is angry, Catherine. Mr." Tremaine 
is not one your hot-headed people who flare up in a 
minute and are over it the next. He thinks a thing 
well over before he decides, and when his mind is once 
made up, it is there, and the hope of changing it can 
be but small." 

Catherine sighed. She had felt so herself. 

"Of course we will keep her as long as she wishes to 
stay?" she said slowly. 

"Yes. Poor child, poor Miss Dora! Who would 
have thought of anything like that ! " 

And so Dora found a friend in Mark, none the less 
true or warm because his words were few. 

Sunday dawned upon them, a long, quiet day of rest. 
Dora even gave up her perplexed thinking, for there 
would be no calls to trouble her. Jasper Cameron 
would keep away; and now that they had reached a 
definite agreement, she could resign herself to a cer- 
tainty, for she knew well that she was not likely to 
change. If he only kept his word — and why should 
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he not? So she dismissed him from her mind, and 
tried to live over the many delightful Sundays she had 
spent at Woodlea, going to church with Ralph in the 
morning, and the long delicious evenings when he had 
told her about his mother and his early home, the losses 
that had at one time clouded his life, his toils and 
hopes, and last of all his love for herself. Or else he 
read, and his voice had a peculiarly low, sad touch that 
brought the tears as often as the pathos of the verse. 
What was he doing now — the first Sunday evening 
that they had ever been separated? Was he lonely — 
longing for her? 

He had been wretched enough the whole week, but 
on this day the pain seemed to have culminated. Per- 
haps, because he had nothing to divert his attention. 
He did not take his accustomed walk to church that 
morning, but as soon as breakfast was ended, shut 
himself up in the library. Here in this very room, a 
stranger had declared himself the true and lawful 
husband of Dora Verner, and told a story that he had 
no means of disproving. There was one fact that 
stamped it with truth, — Dora remaining so long away. 

He had been wild to let the man come and go and 
learn nothing of him but his name, not even the place 
Dora had selected for her refuge. But Cameron had 
said she was quite free to act for herself, so, at least, she 
could write a note. One wild tender regret for the ab- 
sence, the trouble she had brought upon them both, 
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would have led him to her feet. Could he believe her 
so cold, so false ! 

Even then he must see her, and arrange some defi- 
nite plan for their future life. Alas ! what could it be ? 
Mr. Cameron might weary her with entreaties and per- 
secutions until he wrung from her despair a reluctant 
assent, and she, seeing herself thrust into his power 
by circumstances, and not knowing whither to turn, 
might feel compelled to yield to his claim. 

Then came back all the doubts with which he daily 
fought, each trivial link in the chain that made it ap- 
pear so much as if she had been expecting this very 
summons. And then, crudest .of all, her two years' 
silence — that he would not call by so severe a name 
as deceit. 

He had been too much stunned in his interview with 
Jasper Cameron to make any necessary inquiries. He 
regretted it very deeply now. If he knew where to 
* find the man, even if he had made him promise to come 
again — but to be left entirely in the dark was terri- 
ble. If this Cameron were a gentleman, he certainly 
must have lodgings somewhere, men of his stamp 
usually affected hotels. To-morrow, then, he would be- 
gin another search. Oh, he must see Dora ! * 

Jasper Cameron had lodgings at a quiet and very 
aristocratic hotel. The man was a perfect Sybarite 
when he had money, and yet he had laughed gayly to 
himself while munching a breakfast of dry rolls in 
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cheerless attic. He had known many changes of fortune 
and had various resources. Now, he considered him- 
self a gentleman of leisure, and had already made a 
favorable impression on most of the ladies. Indeed, 
he prided himself considerably on the facility with 
which he could gain the ear of the fair sex. 

After leaving Dora, he sought his hotel in a very 
complacent state of mind, and made himself ready for 
dinner with the nicest care. All his little appointments 
were faultless. The handkerchief he flourished was of 
the finest cambric and delicately scented, and his 
clothes fitted* him with a perfection that spoke of Paris. 

Glancing idly over the bill of fare, did not keep him 
from remarking the late comers. Now and then, he 
gave a polite nod and had it graciously returned. He 
ordered his dinner with the air of a prince in disguise. 
Just as the waiter was at one elbow, he glanced up to 
make a slight correction, when he saw two ladies enter, 
one tall, with an elegant figure and wonderfully hand- 
some face, the other small and slight, much older, and 
in no wise remarkable. She was first to see Jasper 
Cameron, and recognized him with a pleased smile. The 
beauty followed a moment after. 

Jasper Cameron was quite elated. At Florence and 
Paris Mrs. Merrivour had been a star of the first mag- 
nitude, at New York she was not likely to be less. A 
rich widow, looking not a day over twenty-five, and 
with the air of a princess. He was glad to have met 
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them abroad, it would be a kind of voucheFToT 
respectability, were any needed. 

He managed to pass them in the wide hall, opposite 
the parlor. The elder lady turned and held out her 
hand. 

" What a pleasant surprise, Mr. Cameron," she said. 

' i Most delightful to me. Are you well, Mrs. Lester, 
and you too, Mrs. Merrivour?" 

u Still suffering from the fatigues of the journey," 
the beauty replied with a languid grace. 

"We only arrived last night," Mrs. Lester said. 
"Dear Edith had a very trying time on the passage, 
indeed she has had shock after shock for the last six 
months. It is remarkable that she is not entirely worn 
out. I did not want her to return in the heat of the 
summer, but she was wild to see her native land once 
more. Seven years is a long exile, Mr. Cameron." 

They entered the parlor during this speech, and 
Mrs. Merrivour seated herself by an open window, 
where there was just room for the other two. 

"If you will please not to mind me," she said in a 
soft, beguiling tone, for nature had been niggardly in 
nothing with this woman. "I am too utterly stupid 
to be agreeable, but it will be quite a treat to have you 
talk over old times with mamma, who has had. no so- 
ciety but my dull self for weeks. That is, if you are 
not bored. Mamma, Mr. Cameron may have found 
much more delightful acquaintances than we are." 
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indeed, I have been in the city barely a fortnight, 
and, like you, was an exile before that. Most of the 
time I have been quite perplexed with some business." 

" It seems strange to return under such different 
circumstances," Mrs. Lester sighed. She was a pa- 
thetic little woman, fond of living over her sufferings. 
" In our first year abroad, I lost Mr. Lester, and in our 
last, Edith has been called to drink the cup of bitter- 
ness." 

Something like the shadow of a haughty smile crossed 
the face of Mrs. Merrivour. Her bitterness had ended 
with bereavement. The : |noming she had looked upon 
her dead husband's face had been a day of jubilee in 
which she had come to freedom. But Mrs. Lester 
would have cried over the grave of her bitterest enemy, 
not because she was of so generous a nature, but a 
plastic one, which received new impressions easily, and 
thought each one deeper than anjthing she had ever 
known before. 

" I am afraid it will seem rather lonely here for you." 
Jasper Cameron abominated talking sentiment to 
weak, middle-aged ladies, but he wanted to stand well 
in Mrs. Merrivour's graces. 

"I was saying to dear Edith this morning that few 
women stood so entirely alone as we. I believe we 
have but one relative in the world. Of course one can 
find an abundance of friends, but it seems to me there 
is a great deal of truth in the homely old Scotch proverb 
— 'bluid is thicker than water.'" 
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" How odd," Jasper Cameron said. " I am reduced 
to one relative also, an aunt whom I thought dead long 
ago." 

"A very curious coincidence, " Mrs. Lester returned. 
" I am sure we can sympathize with each other." 

And then she branched into a sad retrospect of fami- 
lies being broken up, or scattered far and wide, and 
rambled back to the days of her childhood. She had a 
soft, purring voice that flowed pleasantly along, and an 
accent that was almost foreign. Jasper Cameron list- 
ened to the sound without paying much attention to 
the matter until she chance*! upon something that 
startled him from his reverie. In repeating an event 
of her early days she used her maiden name — Tremaine. 

"Excuse me," he interrupted suddenly — " Tremaine, 
you said?" 

Mrs. Lester glanced deprecatingly at Edith, who 
frowned a little and then flushed. 

"It is a family name," she announced haughtily, 
" though not an unusual one." 

"Some circumstances of a peculiar nature have 
brought it under my notice. Is a Mr. Ralph Tremaine 
any connection of yours ? " 

Mrs. Merrivour colored again. Mrs. Lester almost 
stared at her daughter, if anything so mild deserves so 
forcible an expression. 

"Mamma, Mr. Cameron is waiting for an answer," 
the daughter returned with graceful self-possession. 
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but the listener had remarked her momentary agitation. 

" Yes," Mrs. Lester said hesitatingly, as if not quite 
sure of her ground. " Ralph Tremaine was my cousin, 
but we were brought up together, and he always ap- 
peared like a brother. He had one son — named after 
him, the only one of his children who outlived infancy. 
Their mother was very delicate — consumptive." 

" And this Mr. Tremaine lives up the Hudson, at a 
place called Woodlea? Did you know his wife?" 
. u No, he has been married since we went abroad." 

Then she glanced questioningly at her daughter. 
Mrs. Merrivour was in a state of the most superb indif- 
ference. 

" You will see him, if he is your only connection?" 

This was partly question, partly assertion. 

U I do not know — that is — " and the little lady 
paused, confused. 

" Mamma means, I suppose, if he deigns to call us 
to remembrance," Mrs. Merrivour said softly. 

Jasper Cameron ran over the ground like a mental 
athlete or gymnast. He seemed to take in all, from 
highest to lowest — this handsome woman evidently 
held some sort of grudge against her cousin, if he could 
be called that. There might have been an old love 
affair, for Merrivour was more than twice her age — 
should he offer her a salve to her vanity in admitting 
to her that Tremaine had found a flaw in his happiness 
as well? If the two should meet, would it not be 
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better to have Mrs. Merrivour's prejudices arrayed 
against Mrs. Tremaine? Women were not proverbially 
tender of women. Not that he designed to injure Dora 
permanently, for his idea of bringing Colby to terms, 
as he phrased it, had given him quite a feeling of gen* 
erosity towards her. It was his best plan foi the 
present to keep Dora isolated from friends, and any 
influence that might lead her to cast a suspicion upon 
him by an unlucky confession. If he only knew whether 
Mrs. Merrivour had any lingering regard for Mr. Tre- 
maine, but here, as usual, he must strike in the dark. 
All this and much more occupied him scarcely a 
second, for he was given to rapid thinking. 

He sighed pensively. "I wish you knew Mrs. Tre- 
maine," he ventured. 

There was a silence that would have been awkward 
but for Mrs. Merrivour's superb self-possession. She 
waved her mourning fan with rare grace, and glanced 
indifferently about her. 

Mrs. Lester felt very uncomfortable, Ralph Tre- 
maine was a sort of tabooed subject between mother 
and daughter, and here she was deep in it, unwittingly. 
She had an old, tender regard for Ralph. 

"Have you met her?" she asked timidly. 

"Yes, since my return, and seven years ago, before 
I left America. Indeed there is a strange and painful 
romance connected — with us all, I might say," and 
Jasper Cameron sighed again. 
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Mrs. Merrivour paused in her indolent fanning and 
lowered her eyes with an air of attention. He was so 
keenly on the alert that not a breath escaped him, and 
this faint sign determined him to proceed. 

He glanced around. There were but few in the 
parlor, and their position was quite secluded. 

u My dear Mrs. Lester," he began in a most win- 
ning tone, " the kindness you have shown me in times 
past, tempts me almost to tell you my story and ask 
counsel. I have no mother nor sister to whom I can 
turn in this strait. For the past week, I have suffered 
pangs of the deepest anguish, scarcely knowing which 
step to take, for at every point some feeling and prin- 
ciple of right seemed to conflict. Without meaning to 
commit the slightest sin, we three people, by some 
singular turn of fate, have rendered ourselves absolutely 
amenable to the laws of the land, at least, I cannot 
help^identifying myself with them, seeing that I am in 
part the cause of the misfortune." 

Mrs. Merrivour gave him a sharp glance. In this 
softened light, his face had grown sad and tender. Her 
knowledge of the. world rendered her a trifle suspicious, 
and she had no desire to be.dragged into a questionable 
confidence. 

Mrs. Lester was startled out of prudence or con- 
sideration. In an agitated voiceshe exclaimed — 

"Not Ralph Tremaine! As boy and man he was 
the very soul of honor ! Why, he beggared himself 
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that there should not be a whisper against his father's 
good name. No, he cannot have committed any crime ! " 

" Indeed, he has not, " returned Jasper, warmly. "It 
is rather a fateful accident. I have seen the man but 
once, and I esteem him highly. The story is long to 
tell in detail, but can be summed up briefly. Years 
ago I married a young girl, a mere child indeed. I 
was on the eve of a long absence, so the ceremony was 
quite private. On my voyage out I was wrecked, and 
reported lost. In the meantime her mother died and 
she changed her residence — and so my letters, when 
I could write, missed. The friend to whom I applied, 
could find no trace of her ; and there being no tie to 
recall me to my native land, I have spent years in 
wandering. And she married Ralph Tremaine. " 

Mrs. Lester gave an exclamation of surprise and 
pain. Edith Merrivour was roused from her graceful 
listlessness. She studied the face before her intently, 
but Jasper Cameron was not in the habit of carrying 
his motives so plainly. 

"Good Heavens! Poor Ralph!" and Mrs. Lester 
began to sob in her black bordered handkerchief. " Oh, 
Mr. Cameron, it cannot be true ! " 

" Hush, mamma, do not proclaim Mr. Cameron's 
misfortune to the world ; " said Mrs. Merrivour, gently. 
44 If you would like to hear the story, I think it would 
be better to retire to our own parlor ; that i3, if it is 
not quite too painful for, Mr. Cameron? " 
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"I should like to be judged impartially, b} r a 
woman ; " was the low reply. 

So the three rose and sought the retirement of Mrs. 
Merrivour's parlor. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



A NEW HAND IN THE GAME. 




JASPER CAMERON told his story well, in 
spite of the few melodramatic touches. If his 
endeavors to find Dora had no existence save 
in his own brain, his listeners certainly could not know 
that. There was an air of something like humility 
about him that gave a power and pathos to his recital — 
and with an eye for effect, he brought in the sequel 
most artistically. Dora's surprise, the fact of her hav- 
ing kept the secret from Tremaine, her irresolution and 
delay, were so tinctured with his coloring, that they 
roused the indignation of the two women, as he meant 
they should. 

" It scarcely sounds credible," said Mrs. Merrivour, 
" but we know there are circumstances in life, as singu- 
lar as any romance. Have you thought of the end ? " 

"I love the woman !" To give more force to his 
words, Jasper Cameron paced the room softly. " As 
I have said — I would forgive all the past and take her 
back to my heart, with one assurance that she loved me." 

u You are a generous man ! " 

Mrs. Merrivour felt the words she uttered. If, in 
the years to come, the other man would forgive as 
12 (177) n 
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grandly and freely, — was it not possible for one other 
woman to be blest? 

"I do not know. I think sometimes it would have 
been better if I had kept silence and gone away. 

" It certainly would not have been right!" 

She could see the force of justice here. 

" If Mrs. — if Dora could be won to her first allegi- 
ance — and I gather a faint hope from the fact that she 
has consented to wait, to let me prove my affection 
for her, before her refusal is positive and final. You 
do not think me — unjust, even if I have been hasty?" 

"It was 3'our duty," Mrs. Merrivour said, almost 
coldly. " Remembering what tie links you to this un- 
fortunate Mrs. Tremaine, my regard for you would keep 
me from blaming her too severely, but I do not think 
she has acted with the frankness that might reasonably be 
expected of her. It is a sad mistake of course, and one 
can only hope that it will be rightly settled at the last." 

Mrs. Lester cried profusely, and sympathized first 
with one, then with the other ; but, like her daughter, 
had the most blame for Dora, though hers was more 
outspoken. 

Jasper Cameron glanced at his watch. 

" I fear I have trespassed unconscionably," he said, 
" but I must thank you for your sympathy and regard. 
Since 3-ou do not altogether condemn my course, I feel 
that I cannot have been led utterly astray by my love 
and regret. And I am the more thankful for this op- 
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portunity, because it is necessary for me to be absent 
from the city next week." 

He bowed himself out of the room with the utmost 
politeness, but in the hall he gave a triumphant smile. 

" Another trump card ! " was his whispered commen- 
dation. Then he lighted a cigar, and took a stroll 
through several quiet squares. 

Edith Merrivour stood just where he had left her for 
many moments, until she was roused and rather annoyed 
by her mother's sobs. 

"Poor, dear Ralph!" Mrs. Lester exclaimed. 
4 'Oh, it is dreadful — ia it not? To think of that 
wretched, deceitful woman, marrying him when she had 
one husband ! Do you not believe he would see us now, 
Edith, after his trouble? That softens people sometimes." 

"If he vM see us, I shall explain the past to him," 
Edith said, in a steady voice. " He shall not misjudge 
me now, when there is no necessity of regarding an- 
other woman's happiness." 

"It was not my fault, my poor darling, you know 
that. Your papa had such a terrible will ; and no one 
can say but that I obeyed, like a little child. Not that 
I mean to find any fault, and he cold in his grave — " 

" Never mind, mamma — it cannot be helped now. 
But for that letter, I should have married Ralph, and 
been a happy wife — yet I do not blame you." 

" You are such a dear, generous girl, Edith — my 
only comfort in this world of care. Poor Ralph ! Of 
course, he will get a divorce." 
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"Mamma, you are tired and agitated, and must go 
to bed. We will talk it all over at our leisure — for, at 
present, it is such a surprise." 

She uttered this very gently, and her mother yielded, 
as she usually did. Edith Merrivour had learned to 
gain her point without any unladylike show of temper 
or displeasure. Her most intimate friends abroad 
pronounced her an angel; but it was indolence and 
apathy, rather than any high principle or sacrifice of 
self. 

Standing there in silence, she said over again — 
but for that letter I should have married Ralph Tre- 
maine. ,, She believed it firmly now, in the light of 
her years of experience, and the mean, barren, unsat- 
isfactory life she had led. And yet, if she could have 
gone back to that day and been Edith Lester and looked 
on Ralph Tremaine, struggling to gain for her sake the 
position and wealth he # had given up for his father's 
good name, poor and reduced to the strictest economies 
of life, and on the other hand on Archibald Merrivour 
worth a million, and ready to lay it at her feet, she 
would have made the same choice. For the petted and 
aristocratic Edith Lester had a horror of poverty. I 
doubt if even now she would have given up her fortune 
and become a poor man's wife, for love of Ralph Tre- 
maine. 

Events had fostered the regard. She and Ralph had 
been thrown much together through their early years, 
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and loved almost unconsciously. During the latter 
part of Mr. Tremaine's life, he had become deeply im- 
mersed in speculations that proved most disastrous. 
Dying suddenly, Ralph found upon examination, that 
not only were there no assets, but that several sums 
his father had been entrusted with, were also swallowed 
up. x The fortune he had inherited from his mother, 
was applied to the instant liquidation of these debts, 
and Woodlea mortgaged to its utmost, for Ralph Tre- 
maine was prouder of a good name than of all the 
wealth of the world. When no man could say that he 
had been wronged a farthing, Ralph took his place in 
the ranks with- an undaunted front, and commenced 
the hard fight for the world's favor and prosperity. 
For awhile, it seemed as if circumstances were all against 
him. Mr. Lester was among the first to ridicule the 
j-oung man's Quixotism, as he called it, in so scrupu- 
lously fulfilling his father's engagements. It had also 
led to a coolness between himself and Edith, who fore- 
saw a wearisome engagement, or a marriage that did 
not look attractive to her j-outhful eyes, dazzled with 
continual glitter and homage. 

The Lesters had always lived in elegant style ; but 
those best informed on the subject, believed that the 
fair Edith's portion would be by no means extrava- 
gant. At this juncture, Mr. Merrivour laid his hand 
and fortune at her feet, won by her beauty and fasci- 
nations. 
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A man worth a million, rumor said, and apparently 
well enough in all other respects. Not a bad-looking 
person, and holding his age remarkably, affable, lavish 
in his gifts and his attentions — and Edith was not a 
little elated with her triumph. Day by day, the temp- 
tation grew upon her ; and if anything more was needed, 
her father supplied it* Indeed, they had more than one 
stormy scene. A word to Ralph would have ended the 
persecution — but she was not quite sure that it was 
wisest to relinquish Mr. Merrivour. 

One evening, Ralph had an interview with Mr. Lester, 
Edith being at the opera. It must be confessed that 
he rather exceeded the bounds of truth in announcing 
his daughter's engagement in such positive terms, yet 
it had greeted Ralph's ears before this night. To make 
it still more certain, he instructed the servants if Mr. 
Tremaine called, to say that Miss Edith was out or 
engaged. Failing to see her, Ralph had recourse to a 
note which the weak, obedient wife placed in the hands 
of her lord and master. 

Edith Lester fancied that she yielded to circumstan- 
ces, when, had Mr. Merrivour been a man of ordinary 
means, no pressure would have induced her to take the 
step. She knew of the prohibition, and, before her 
wedding day her mother, foolishly confessed the ab- 
stracted letter. 

Ralph was away at this juncture. 

"It is too late now,". Edith said, heroically, and 
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made the most elegant bride of the season in satin and 
point lace. When Ralph returned she was in Europe, 
whither her parents soon followed her, and the next 
announcement was Mr. Lester's death. 

I think Edith Merrivour might have forgotten this 
little episode, had her life been a tolerably pleasant one. 
Mr. Merrivour proved a jealous, tyrannical, unresona- 
ble husband. Edith went clothed in velvet and dia- 
monds, indeed her husband spared no expense, but one 
dollar unaccounted for, was sufficient to make him storm 
fearfully. He was proud of the admiration she excited, 
but the most simple word or look set him raving like a 
madman. At first, Edith met these demonstrations 
with fire and spirit. She even declared to her mother 
that she would not endure it, but return to her native . 
land alone, if need were. 

" My poor darling, what could we do!" exclaimed 
the mother in terror. " My income y6u know is barely 
sufficient for my simple wants — not but that you would 
be welcome to every dollar, if it could help you. And 
Mr. Merrivour might compel you to return. He has 
never done anything cruel, you know, and the law is all 
on a man's side." 

The argument was neither logical nor convincing, 
but a consciousness stronger than that swayed Edith. 
When it came to the truth, she was too proud to own 
herself beaten with a weapon of her own choosing. 
She steeled herself to these petty insults and tyrannies, 
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grew regally indifferent, and in her heart dreamed over 
Ralph Tremaine's tenderness, fancying herself more of 
a martyr every day. His marriage was a heavy blow — 
she had taken great comfort in believing that he could 
never love another woman. Then came her husband's 
illness and death, and Edith Merrivour was free, while 
she still had youth and beauty. 

She was glad to give up foreign life, for so much 
of it had become hateful in her eyes. Mrs. Lester 
agreed to anything that her daughter proposed. She 
hardly knew herself when free from bondage, and 
would willingly have let her daughter play the tyrant, 
had she so desired. But Edith's experience had ren- 
dered her rather cold, self-contained, and with a lofty 
indifference, quoted by most people as the perfection of 
temper. 

This was Edith Merrivour's story. She had grown 
no grander or tenderer for her trials. Looking back at 
them she blamed fate, and her father, and believed 
sincerely that she would have been a true, noble and 
loving woman, if she had been free to follow her own 
desires. 

How she should meet Ralph Tremaine, or if at all, 
she had hardly thought. Fate had opened a door for 
her. Should she hesitate and let the opportunity pass. 

She drew a dainty little writing case towards her, 
opened to the black edged paper with its fanciful an- 
tique monogram. Then she found her pen as if under 
the influence of some spell, and began to write. 
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44 Dear Friend — If you could know atl, j r ou would 
believe that I have not forfeited every claim to friend- 
ship. Still, I had not thought to call myself to your 
remembrance, and might have lived for years at your 
very side without making any sign, but for a singular 
circumstance. I have just heard your story from a gen- 
tleman whom I met abroad, and who has been one of 
the unwitting actors in the sad tragedy. My mother's 
heart is almost broken about you. Does not the kinship 
of suffering lead us to forget what was painful in our 
past, and draw us together as friends in truth, as well 
as word ? It has emboldened me to send you this card 
and ask of you the favor of one call, at least. Your 
cousin, Edith Merrtvoub." 

".Any woman might write that," she said softly. 
Then she folded it, slipped in her address, directed the 
envelope, and summoned the servant. 

u Itis important that this should reach its destina- 
tion as early on Monday morning as possible," she 
said, placing it in his hands. 

44 Edith," called her mother from the adjoining room. 
" O, I thought I heard you going out." 

41 You are nervous," Mrs. Merrivour returned. 

44 1 cannot help thinking of Ralph. What will they 
do? For she certainly is Mr. Cameron's wife." 

44 Do not worry about that to-night," the daughter 
said coldly, and Mrs. Lester soon fell asleep. 

Mrs. Merrivour brooded awhile over the untoward 
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fate that she believed had wrecked her life, Nothing 
in it had compensated for the great sacr&ce. How 
much of it she might have hindered she never asked 
herself. 

The ladies were not down again until dinner the next 
da}'. Mr. Cameron was polite and attentive, with the 
least touch of care in his demeanor, but he judged it 
wise not to ff/ce his society upon them. If Mrs. 
Merrivour shot id be questioned closely, it would be as 
well for her to know little besides his fctory. 

Edith was not surprised on Mcnday, when Ralph 
Tremaine's card was brought up by a servant. Mrs. 
Lester sat in her dressing gown, crying over a book. 

" Mamma," Edith said, casting a quick glance around, 
%i go* change }'our dress and make yourself presentable. 
Mr. Tremaine has come. When I am ready for j'ou, I 
will call ; " and she hurried her mother toward the oppo- 
site door. 

"Dear Ralph!" began Mrs. Lester, confusedlj\ 
"Why, how did he know? — he must have seen our 
names registered." 

"Hush," was the daughter's low command, and the 
door closed between. 

She heard a slow step in the hall, and went forward 
— shocked, as she held out her hand silently to Ralph 
Tremaine. He had not been handsome in those old 
days, but, even in deepest trouble, she had never seen 
such a worn and haggard looking face. She had 
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rehearsed the scene dozens of times in her mind, but 
the surprise and unaffected pity, were better allied than 
any of her graceful passions or griefs. 

46 Edith!" 

He uttered the name a little timidly. Like a dim 
dream, her perfect beauty came back to him. Not a 
shadow lingered about her ; indeed, I think, undes any 
circumstances Edith Merrivour's good looks, would have 
been her first consideration — not that she was a vain 
woman either. 

The knowledge that he had not quite outgrown her 
power, gave her a sense of satisfaction. 

" I was in considerable doubt after I had sent," she 
said in a soft, tender tone that some women use to such 
advantage. It had been as potent a charm with her 
as her beauty. 

"No," eagerly, and still keeping the hand that he 
had taken. " I am glad—" 

Mr. Tremaine made a long pause, growing palei 
every instant. • 

"Oh, Ralph!" 

A sort of pitiful exclamation that was not a cry, but 
somehow brought them still nearer together. 

"You said you had suffered — " and he looked as if 
to find some traces in the fair face. 

"Yes, Ralph, the whole world might consider me 
mercenary and heartless, and it would scarely give a 
pang, but when I found that, through treachery, you 
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were made to believe me false, my whole soul rose in 
rebellion. It was too late to alter one event. I was 
another's, and I had no right to re-instate myself in 
your esteem by any sacrifice, so I suffered in silence. 
I think I should never have told you unless I were dying, 
but now no one can be wounded by your listening — " 

" You were not false ! " 

Somehow he was glad at that moment to believe 
that all women were not utterly untrue. 

" I was not. Do you care to know more?" 

Edith Merrivoiir had learned that some of the sim- 
plest touches were most forcible and dramatic. She 
would not thrust her story upon him. 

u Yes, I want to hear it all, Edith. I bore much 
pain and anguish in those old times. When we come 
to new pangs, the past seems to rise out of its grave." 

At that moment, he was more Edith Merrivour's des- 
pairing lover than Dora Verner's husband, yet it was 
from no wavering in his present affection. If he could 
go back to where he stood less than a week ago with 
Dora, and hear her say — "The wife who loves you," 
Edith's confession would be a thing in which he had no 
interest. 

They had been standing, but now she motioned him 
to a seat, taking one at a little distance. 

" Yes, when I wrote that note, I felt that I could ex- 
plain honorably* Forgive my desire that you should 
know the truth." 
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" There can be nothing to pardon in that." Now 
that he no longer held her hand, he was Ralph Tremaine 
again, with a great sorrow of his own. 

"It seems cruel to tear open the grave and bring up 
the dead for judgment, but you knew my father, and 
will be merciful, even as I learned to be under harder 
circumstances. You can, doubtless, recall one conver- 
sation you had with him. I was absent at the time. I 
learned afterward that he informed you of my engage- 
ment with Mr. Merrivour, but I had not at that early 
period accepted him. The servants were instructed to 
refuse you admittance on one pretext or another, and 
your letter never reached me. I was wounded at your 
going away without a word, and yielded to the pressure 
from almost every source, weakly enough, no doubt. 
We see afterward where a little firmness might have 
saved us, but in youth we rarely pause to consider." 

Ralph Tremaine judged her tenderly now. He for- 
got the many hours of feverish anxiety when he had 
haunted streets and places of amusement, and how she 
had kept him at a distance, been cold when he looked 
for smiles, made conditional promises that were more 
easily broken than kept. He had viewed the matter 
with clearer eyes, than he was likely to use to-day. Had 
he been a happy husband, he might have felt Carelessly 
indifferent toward her. I do not mean that he wanned 
into anything beyond a friendly regard,-but it softened 
his judgment, made him less critical and exacting. 
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"I am glad to hear this, Edith," he said, slowly. 
" Heaven knows that I am sorry for every thought that 
has wronged you. Even then, I could see that Mr. 
Merrivour might be attractive to a woman reared in 
luxury. I had so little to offer — the unreasoning love 
of youth that believes in the wildest impossibilities. 
But it is all past — past. Let us be friends." 

He held out his hand. Whatever love there had 
been for her once was dead. That knowledge struck 
to her heart with a chill. 

" For I need a friend sadly. " 

There had been one daring thrill of hope when she 
first heard his story, but now it slipped away like a 
pale ghost. She said to herself that she had loved him 
with deeper faithfulness than he had loved her. 






CHAPTER XV. 



MOVING IN THE DARK. 




jOR I need a friend sadly," Ralph Tremaine re- 
peated slowly. 

If Edith Lester had loved him as well in 
that old time as Edith Merrivour did now, poverty 
would hardly have frightened her from his side. Yet 
there was something besides love. She was able to 
endow a man royally, and she would not be compelled 
to share any privation for love's sake. 

"Yes. Oh, Ralph!" 

There was a world of tender pity in her tones for the 
man who was suffering. 

'.' I cannot imagine how you heard. It surprised me 
so much — unless it was — Jasper Cameron." 

There was a sound of faintness and wandering in 
his tone. 

"It was Jasper Cameron, her husband." 

Edith Merrivour said this very clearly. She had 
much tenderness for him, but only the barest justice 
for the woman. 

" No," and his face flushed with sudden warmth. 
"He is not her husband ! A man who could desert, 
who could willfully deceive — " 
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" I think you are hasty, Ralph. I do not know that 
I admire the man in any special degree. We met him 
abroad before Mr. Merrivour's death, and, afterward, 
were indebted to him for some polite attentions, and, to 
my surprise, we saw him at the table when we went to 
dinner on Saturday. I cannot tell you just how it came 
about — he and mamma were discussing relatives and 
old friends, when j r our name was mentioned. He be- 
traj^ed a very peculiar agitation, and, presently, told the 
strange circumstance. I think he loves her very deeply 
and feels most generously towards her." 

" Oh, Edith, you do not know ! I love her too ! She 
was mine, mine ! and I cannot half believe this horri- 
ble story true." 

"Has she — Mrs. Tremaine, or Mrs. Cameron, more 
correctly, denied it? " 

Tremaine buried his face in his hands. " Edith," 
he replied in a husky, half-strangled voice, " I suppose 
it is legally true. But she could not have loved him. 
And then to think of the months of tenderness, of trust, 
of a right more divine, than any mere law can give ! If 
I could see Mm ! For in my first brief interview I was 
too much stunned to question. Is he here?" 

" I will ring and inquire. Shall I invite him to this 
room?" 

" If you will." 

A servant was despatched for Mr. Cameron. He 
soon made hi3 appearance, bringing word that Mr. 
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Cameron had gone away in the morning. He might be 
back in a week, but he was not certain. He had given 
up his room, but left part of his baggage. 

"Where did he say his letters were to be sent?" 
asked Mr. Tremaine. 

The waiter returned presently. "All letters or 
papers were to be kept, sir." 

"■If I could see him again! There seems some 
fatality about — her. — Did he tell you where she was?" 

"No," Edith answered with a touch of her old 
stateliness. " The story surprised me so much that I 
should hardly have ventured upon a question. She is 
with a friend ; I think he said she had decided to stay 
for the present. But you have heard from her, of 
course?" 

Ralph Tremaine was too slow for a plausible inven- 
tion. " I have neither seen nor heard since she went 
away — Tuesday." 

"Ralph," Mrs. Merrivour said, "it is a very peculiar 
case. It seems she told you nothing of this former 
marriage ? " 

Mr. Tremaine flushed deeply for Dora's sake. 

" I think if I had sinned against a man in that man- 
ner, a man who loved me, and who was as generous as 
you are, nothing would have kept me from him. I 
should have knelt at his feet and told him my story, 
and even if he had sent me away, he should have heard 
the truth." 
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Edith Merrivour rose as she uttered this. She looked 
so noble and sweet, so above any deceit or petty false- 
ness, that he paid her an involuntary homage. 

"Will you tell me his story?" Tremaine asked in a 
low tone. 

She repeated it with much exactness. Indeed she 
did not need to color poor Dora's part any more strongly, 
than had Jasper Cameron. Tremaine knew that she 
believed the worst of the woman he loved so dearly. 
And in spite of the love, he ,found himself doubting. 
Had Jasper Cameron all the rights, and he none? 

"He loves her with the utmost sincerity, I should 
say, and she must have some lingering regard for him, 
or she would have appealed to you." 

"Thank you for all the trouble, Edith." He rose 
weakly, his face gray enough now, and his eyes heavy. 
He could make no bold defence for Dora, so silence was 
best. But as he moved slowly toward the door, Edith 
interrupted him. 

"Oh," she said, "you are not going without seeing 
mamma? Excuse my neglect, and our indolent habits. 
We have hardly recovered from the fatigues of our 
journey." 

Then she summoned her mother. Mrs. Lester had 
finished her book, dried her tears, and donned a very 
appropriate attire. She was one of the women who 
always keep about themselves a suggestion of girlish- 
ness, innocently enough, and, to Ralph Tremaine, she 
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was the aunt Lester of his boyhood. She had not 
looked young then, she did not look' old now. There 
was something pathetic in her greeting, and it touched 
his heart. Her joy at seeing him was so like a mother's 
that he readily forgave any weak exuberance of feeling. 

When he emerged into the street, Mr. Tremaine 
found that he had spent -a very long morning with his 
aunt and cousin. Imperceptibly, they had drifted into 
relationship. Already, he felt at home with Edith, and 
now he wondered that it should be so. There was some 
subtle magnetism in her presence, a soothing power 
lingering in her low, melodious voice. He did not love 
her — he felt that veiy plainly. All the old fever heat, 
the impatience and jealous longing were dead. He did 
not even wi&h that the past had been different, much 
as he was suffering. He simply accepted the present 
with its dawn of friendship, and felt thankful for their 
sympathy. 

And yet, unconsciously, his trust in Dora had received 
its severest blow. Every circumstance went so clearly 
against her. It was not his place to sue. Indeed, 
when it came to that, Jasper Cameron had the best 
right. He could do nothing unless she loved him, and 
even then — there were some nice questions of law 
that stood between. But she had not come to him, 
and until she did, he would make no effort to intrude 
upon her privacy. 

With that, he gave a dreary smile. ^J^^^^fe* 
felt any need of him. 
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A few days after, as he entered his little private 
office, he found a note on the desk, evidently addressed 
in a woman's stiff, cramped hand, but containing no 
post-mark. 

The book-keeper looked in. " There has been a 
woman here, waiting nearly an hour, I should say, and 
she left that note. She was very particular about its 
being given to you." 

" A woman ! " Tremaine fingered it listlessly. 

" Yes, a tall, thin, rather common-looking person, 
but very neat. Seemed quite anxious, too. I was not 
.sure that you would be back again this afternoon." 

For Mr. TremaimVs hitherto regular habits had met 
with a sudden and serious break. 

When alone he opened the note slowly and glanced 
at the signature — Catherine Dawson. 

The good creature had labored through another epis- 
tle, though she would have much rather told her story. 
Fate had interfered again, for listening to her simple, 
truthful tale, Mr, Tremaine would have been won. 

The note was much more formal, and somehow 
missed its way to his heart. 

u Respected Sir — I have been waiting to see you, 
but must go without. I begged Mrs. Tremaine to let 
me come. She is much better, but I think if you 
would visit her, there might be some change made. I 
do not know about law, but if you believed her your 
wife, you would surely come. Catherine Dawsoh." 
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He >ead it over several times. Dora's last injunction 
had been — "Do not coax him, Catherine. I cannot 
beg even for his love, for I am afraid I have no right ; " 
and Catherine had the charge well in mind as she 
wrote. Besides, it must be confessed that she felt 
hard toward Mr. Tremaine, because he had never once 
sent to inquire after Dora. What if she had died?" 

He, knowing nothing of events as they had oc- 
curred to her, criticised every word. She had begged 
Dora to let her come ! Then Dora could not have been 
anxious. It was some whim of the woman's instead. 
What change did she hint at? And then it occurred to 
him — why, he had not thought of it before — Dora 
must have left home with very little money ! Could 
she be. staying with Mrs. Dawson? The woman was 
not poor, certainly, but Dora might have needs that 
she could not supply. Had she been ill? If she was 
so much better, why did she not write herself? 

A sad, sore consciousness filled his soul. Dora was 
indifferent, to say the least, and this Mrs. Dawson, a 
plain, worthy woman, not quite satisfied, perhaps, with 
the daily occurence of events — Jasper Cameron's visits 
— he winced at that. Oh, if Dora had written, or 
come ! The cry rose to his lips, but he would not utter 
it aloud. 

No, he would not go. He was not at all convinced 
that she desired to be his wife, and he would not in the 
slightest seem to bias her decision. If she was ever 
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anything to him again, it must be of her love, and her 
own free will. He would ask nothing of her. She 
must satisfy herself whether Jasper Cameron possessed 
the strongest attraction or not. There were times 
when he could almost murder the man — his fingers 
clinched a little now. Dora's old lover — her husband 
who had kissed her dewy, girlish lips. Yes, she must 
have loved him, and j T et he, Tremaine, had taken her 
to his soul without the faintest suspicion of the secret. 

He drew the paper towards him and commenced a 
note. "Dear Dora," unconsciously, and it was torn 
to fragments. What could he use? — not Mrs. Tre- 
maine ! Just simply " Dora." 

"I missed seeing your messenger, Mrs. Dawson," 
he wrote. " At present I can have nothing to say con- 
cerning the singular relations between us, which I first 
learned from my interview with Mr. Cameron, who 
feels perhaps as any man would whose claim was the 
strongest. I enclose you a check for your more imme- 
diate expenses, and will see that your fortune is placed 
at your disposal. 

Ralph Tremaine." 

He did not read the letter over a second time. He 
meant it to be cold, but he little dreamed how cruel it 
would seem to her. Then he enclosed the check, sealed 
it hurriedly, and placing it in a common envelope, di- 
rected the outer one to Mrs. Catherine Dawson. The 
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errand boy could be sent with that and no suspicions 
awakened. Afterwards he took his car for WoocQea. 

It appeared to him sometimes that he could never 
cuter the dreary house again. This lovely summer 
evening, with its bland airs, made it tenfold more lone- 
some. What if he should shut it up and go away? 
That seemed like saying a resolute "no" to Dora, if 
fate should ever make the way clear for her to come 
back. But the silent dinners were insupportable. 

He had called on Edith again that day, and found 
her very sweet and gracious. Mrs. Lester, in talking 
over old times, had woke more than one tender cord 
in his heart* In spite of her weakness and foolishness, 
there were some redeeming virtues, and when he re- 
membered how she had been tyrannized over by her 
selfish, arbitrary husband, he was thankful to Edith 
for making her declining years pleasant. And he gath- 
ered on this day that Mrs. Merrivour's married life had 
not been a happy one. 

Mrs. Lester had begged him to tell over the improve- 
ments at Woodlea. 

"Of course, it is different from jour poor father's 
time, though I thought it a pleasant place then. Oh, 
I have spent many a happy day there i" 

"Yes, it is much altered, getting to be quite a town, 
indeed, with its long, straight avenues. After the 
ground became so valuable, I sold part, reserving just 
enough to keep neighbors at a proper distance ; and he 
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gave a grave smile. " The bouse is little changed — a 
porch added here and there, but it always was roomy, 
you know." 

" And that makes me think — Edith, why noj consult 
Ralph about a place?" Mrs. Lester never had any 
self-dependence, and her husband's rigorous rule, that 
would have roused many a woman into rebellion, had 
only rendered her the more meek and deferential. 
4 'We were talking of going somewhere, Ralph, for dur- 
ing these warm days the city is dreadful, you know. 
Edith being in mourning and all that"— and Mrs. Les- 
ter sighed — " she has no taste for gayety, so we wanted 
some quiet country home, not too far from the city, in 
case she needed to come in on business, as Mr. Merri- 
vour's estate is not settled 3*et." 

"Yes," Tremaine returned, thoughtfully. "There 
are some pleasant places on Long Island. Do you 
want sea side, Edith?" 

"I hardly know," she said, hesitatingly, "unless 
mamma thinks sea air too strong for her. She has 
been accustomed to such a mild atmosphere." 

Mamma always understood from the tone, which side 
she was to espouse. Not that she was drilled in private, 
but she seemed t<Thave a quick perception of the course 
that would be most agreeable. 

"I should be a little afraid, my love. The night air 
is so damp here, in America." 

"Then somewhere on high land would be best. I 
will inquire." 
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"In the fall, I think we shall take a furnished house," 
Mrs. MerriTOur went on. "We have had so much of 
hotel life, that a home of one's own would be a luxury. 
Indeed, I have quite a longing to be settled." 

Mr. "Premaine recalled this conversation now. Why 
not invite Edith and her mother to Woodlea until they 
could make.their arrangements? If Dora were home, 
such a matter would be subject to her approval, for he 
had honestly confessed this early passion. But she 
might never be here again. Perhaps, all things being 
considered, it would be well to ask them. It would 
restore to the house an air of life, and might prevent 
impertinent curiosity. It would keep him from brood- 
ing too much in solitude, and give the servants some- 
thing to do. So he summoned the housekeeper. 

"Mrs, Maybin," he said "the rooms on the north 
side are in order, I suppose?" 
' "Yes." She made a stately inclination of the head. 

"I have an aunt and cousin just arrived from 
Europe, whom I think I shall invite for a month or two." 

She bowed again— * but her eyes asked another 
question. 

"Mrs. Tremaine may not be home for — some time." 
He cleared his throat and tried to steady his voice, as 
well as to shake off the feeling of embarrassment. 
"Mrs. Maybin," he continued, " I feel that some ex- 
planation is due one so worthy, and so long trusted. 
There has been a difficulty between myself and Mrs. 
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Tremaine — not anything like a quarrel, understand, 
but something that necessitates a separation at present. 
I do not wish the subject to be discussed in the kitchen 
or in the neighborhood. It will be sufficient to say 
that Mrs. Tremaine is away on a visit. I trust your 
good sense and discretion entirely." 

She was a good deal surprised — more at the con- 
fidence than the incident, for she knew very well that 
something quite unusual had occurred. 

" You will like the ladies, and find them very pleasant 
and quiet. Both are in mourning, and have met with . 
a recent sorrow. I suppose the house will be in readi- 
ness at any time ? " 

" Yes. You will not find your confidence misplaced, 
Mr. Tremaine. And I have too true a regard for you, 
to add to any trouble you may have, by allowing idle 
gossip in this house, at least." 

" Thank you, Mrs. Maybin." He wrung her hand 
warmly. 

As he sat alone afterward, he felt greatly relieved. 
If he could only get through the summer, or come to 
something final ! It was the suspense and doubt that 
wore him so horribly. Yet he was thankful that so 
little had been said about it, or that so few knew the 
facts of the case. * 

The next day he took his invitation to Mrs. Lester. 
She was delighted. Edith demurred a little. 

4 ' Why ? " Ralph Tremaine asked, looking out of his 
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honest ejes. " Since you are the only relatives Ihave, 
why should not my house he open to you? I want to 
keep this — unfortunate affair — " he stumbled a little 
over the words, " as quiet as possible until it is settled. 
I hate gossip and endless surmises, and I think that it 
will be better for me if you come, though, I do not wish 
to persua4e you simply on that account. I can make 
it pleasant, since you will not care for society. " 

" Retirement would be my first consideration in any 
place," Edith 'answered. " How kind and thoughtful 
you are, Ralph." 

The woman he had once loved ! It crossed his mind 
every now and then as some turn or some word called 
back the old days. Since both of their lives had been 
marred, why should they not be friends, true and tender 
in a relative sense. He did not dream of any danger 
from her beauty or fascination — indeed, with Dora 
would go the last desire for love, and happiness such as 
love brings. 

The affair had tended to distract his mind a little 
from the subject he had brooded over so much. He 
wondered if Dora would answer his note, and waited 
several days in vain. Then he gathered the bonds and 
stocks in which her property had been invested, and 
placed them in the hands of a legal friend, subject to 
her disposal — making an announcement of this to her. 

Early in the ensuing week, Mrs. Lester and Mrs. 
Menivour went to Woodlea, 
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Edith Merrivour accepted the turn of affairs with a 
strange feeling that she had much difficulty to subdue 
into calmness. She did not look forward to anything, 
but simply realized that she was here, and must be, in 
some sense, Ralph Tremaine's companion. In the 
course of time, he would be free again. 

That Dora loved her husband, she could not believe. 
She set her down for a girl of little soul and no princi- 
ple — and pitied Ralph sincerely that he should have 
been captivated b}' her arts. Looking at her portrait, 
she decided that Dora could not have been beautiful, 
consequently it seemed as if she must have appealed to 
some weakuess in his nature. That it might have 
been the virtues and graces of hers, Edith could hardly 
be persuaded. What noble woman would have kept 
such a cruel secret from the husband she loved ! 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



CONFEDERATES. 




IASPER CAMERON was left with his travel- 
ing bag at one of the principle railroad depots. 
After the carriage was well out of sight, he 
walked down the platform with a brisk step and or- 
dered the hack driver to take him to an obscure street. 
He stopped at a dingy-looking brick house, the shutters 
of- which were closed, and the whole place wearing a 
rather forlorn and solitary air. There was a square, 
brass knocker, like a door plate — and he rapped lightly 
with this. 

" I knew } T our knock, Jasper," said the woman who 
answered the door. " I am glad to see you. Are you 
prospering?" 

She was of medium size, rather thin and* dark, 
somewhat sallow, but she had very light hazel eyes, 
tinted with yellow, and they gave her a hesitating, fur- 
tive appearance. 

" The best of luck, Aunt Mildred ;" and he laughed 
gaj-ly. "I have come to stay a few days, much to 
your sorrow." 

" Sorrow ! How can you, Jasper? You know that 
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I am only too glad to see you. I was afraid j'ou had 
had some bad luck. Come in and tell me." 

He marched jauntily into the parlor — a dark, old- 
fashioned place, smelling close and musty— but as he 
took a breath or two he said — 

44 Why not go up to my own room at once? This is 
euough to give one a fit of the blues." 

"As you like." 

The two trudged up-stairs. At the end of the hall 
she opened a door into a rather more cheerful-looking 
apartment. 

u No one has been in since! There was a % woman 
very anxious to hire it." 

"Never you mind, my beauty. I will pay you oh 
well as any woman in the lot." 

44 Oh, it was not that, Jasper. Besides, I have three 
old ladies now — enough to try any one's patience. 
But I want to hear about you. And how is she? You 
said she was sick." 

44 Oh, improving ; " in a careless tone. 

44 Jasper, it would not do for her to die ! " 

A kind of earnest flush deepened over her sallow face. 

44 No fear of that. It was mostly fright." 

44 Does she care for you? I used to think she loved 
you then — but girls soon forget," and she sighed. 

44 1 have the means of bringing her to remembrance, 
you know ; " and he gave a heartless laugh. 

44 And you think — It would be a great fortune to 
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lose, Jasper!" 

There was an avaricious gleam in her eye that gave 
her a very unpleasant expression. 

" I do not mean to lose it," he returned positive!}'. 

" I kept the secret so long — it must have been for 
your sake. She never should have had a penny after 
all her airs and contempt of me, who would have been 
the best friend she ever had ! " 

The woman clinched her bony fingers with some old, 
revengeful feeling. 

" You will come out on the winning side, Aunt Mill}*. 
No more keeping old lady boarders then ! Now I must 
take, a little run down to the lower end of the city. I 
may not be back until night, and never mind about 
supper." 

" But, Jasper, you have not told me anything ! " 

" Do not spoil the broth by taking all the flavoring 
out of it beforehand. When I have anything to tell, 
you shall hear it, surely. In a month or so, maybe. 
There is the key — shake out those traps a little, and 
hang them up. I must be off to keep an engagement." 

With that, he sprang lightly down the stairs and let 
himself out almost noiselessfy. His next business was 
with Leonard Colby. 

He found Mr. Colby in his office as usual, but was 
invited into the private room at once. He fancied that 
the lawyer's brow wore a rather thoughtful and haggard 
expression. 
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"I have been expecting you for several daj*s," lie 
began in a rather distant tone. 

" Oh, there was no hurry," and Cameron settled him- 
self in an easy position. "I did not know but your 
fertile brain might find a better way out of the difficulty." 

" You have seen Mrs. — " 

i ' Mrs. Cameron — yes . " 

u Have you come to any conclusion?" 

"We have been making a kind of agreement. By 
Jove 1 Colby, I have half a mind to win the woman 
and the fortune both ! She is a fine, spirited creature, 
and with a peculiar beauty that gives her the air of a 
tragedy queen, at times. Suppose, in about a month, I 
bring her down here and introduce her as my wife, and 
we have the business fairly settled ? Can you be ready ? " 

Colby had grown ghastly pale, while listening to this 
confident speech. 

"She does not love you, Cameron. You cannot 
make me believe that!" he tried to say in a steady 
voice. 

"Oh, I shall not chaff you with impossibilities, 
never fear that. There was the foundation of an old 
girlish passion. In those days she thought me an 
Apollo or demi-god. Tremaine was more to her taste 
after sober consideration. She never had the confidence 
to tell him of the escapade, thinking I was dead, and 
that he would not be likely to hear it from others. Of 
course, it surprised him immensely ! " 
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"How did he learn it?" 

"She was afraid to go with mc and confess, so I 
went alone. Tremaine took it pretty hard. She has 
gone to stay with a friend of hers, at my request, and 
he has made no effort to see her thus far." 

"The case looks bad for her ; but, Cameron, I must 
see her, must hear from her own lips what choice she 
designs to make of her own free will." 

"I am not sure that she will be allowed any choice. 
Tremaine may wish to repudiate her ; if he should, she 
might return to her first love quite easily." 

" Cameron, men do not talk of women in that fashion 
whom they love and respect." 

" Well, I will confess that several times I have had 
an almost tigerish desire to call her mine once more. 
I have been tempted to rush to the very extent of the 
law and compel her to fulfil her first vows. So much 
for my feelings on that score, which I take it is pretty 
near love. A higher motive has urged me to wait. If 
she comes to me of her own free will, I shall forget 
the past — " 

"In consideration of the fortune, perhaps. Would 
you be as generous to a woman with no fortune?" the 
lawyer asked dryly. 

"That would be entirely my own affair. She has a 
fortune, which is your chief concern at present. We 
have made an agreement — for a month she is to remain 
in seclusion, and most kindly gives me the privilege of 
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visiting her. If. during that time, I succeed in making 
a favorable impression, and Mr. Tremaine evinces a 
disinclination to renewttieir former relations — for that 
may influence her — the matter may be amicably set- 
tled. I see no reason why I should not use my best 
endeavors, since I find that I do care for her." 

Jasper Cameron announced this with great apparent 
honesty. Colby realized, turn whichever way he might, 
that he was still in the man's grasp. 

"Suppose she should decide even then not to return 
to you?" 

44 If I fail to gain her own free consent, I shall give 
her up. I am not so much of a villain as you think. 
But in that case I shall see every penny of her fortune 
restored to her just the same. You proposed trusting 
to her generosity — why should not I ? If she does 
not care to accept me for her husband, she would give 
a good deal for legal liberty. I could easily place it in 
her way, you know ! " 

Yes, the man was hemmed in on every side. Ruin 
stared him in the face. 

44 So I give you a month's grace, which js more than 
every one would do, granting that you do not mean to 
flit in the meanwhile. Matters may look brighter for 
you then." 

That was with Jasper Cameron's old, gay assurance. 

For an instant a wild idea entered Colby's brain. 
Suppose he took what he had and sought some other 
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clime ? But there was the infamy to be cast upon his 
dear, innocent children — no, he could not endure that 
they should dl rise up and ha^ him. 

" You said the last time you were here that she knew 
nothing of the fortune ? " • 

"Very-true. She does not." 

" I think she will feel that the fortune was her great 
attraction in your eyes." 

"Well, I mean that she shall have it in any case," 
Cameron returned with a kind of dogged pertinacity. 

" Then you have given up an idea that you advanced 
in our other talk on this subject?" 

Drops of perspiration started out on Colby's pallid . 
brow, and he uttered the words rather huskily. He 
had been brooding over the temptation daily, and now 
to have it taken out of his way, seemed an actual loss. 
He was not sharp enough to guess that Jasper Cameron 
waited for this moment. 

" What was that?" with an assumption of forgetful- 
ness. "Oh, that you should buy me off instead of 
Mrs. Tremaine ! She has a small fortune of twelve or 
fifteen thousand, and at our first interview offered me 
every penny not to stand in the way of her legal freedom. 

If she had more, a larger sum would doubtless be at 
my disposal. That was before we had made our pres- 
ent conditions." 

Jasper Cameron lounged back in his chair and glanced 
carelessly at the lawyer. The next proposition was to 
come from him. 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



212 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

"The story is such a very unusual one," Colby said, 
slowly. " And she must appear — " 

"Which she will in good time — but the day she 
appears, we commence proceedings. You have already 
seen Mrs. Mildred Cameron, and heard her story ; you 
have also seen a copy of the dead woman's confession, 
and the affidavit made by Giles Walsingham's daughter- 
in-law. There can be no doubt as to Dora's identity — 
but we may even And her mother." 

' * Enough," Colby exclaimed abruptly. " If I thought 
that Tremaine would forgive his wife, and that she 
desired to return to him — " and the lawyer wiped his 
forehead. 

"What then?" 

Colby groaned in desperation. He was hard pushed 
by his adversary. 

" I tell you what I will do, Colby. Granting that it 
is in our power to settle the affair, half of the fortune 
will content me. You cannot make any better terms 
out of any of them." 

"And if this were offered you as the husband of 
Dora—" 

" I would engage to keep my secret, in any case, and 
destroy these proofs in j 7 our presence. Moreover, on 
the other hand, I should leave the country and place 
sufficient evidence in Mrs. Tremaine' s hands to enable 
her to get a divorce without any difficulty. I have no 
doubt that they would settle it amicably after awhile. 
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AH this I engage to do, unless she should evince some 
returning tenderness for me. You cannot say but that 
I ana generous," and he laughed. 

" No one knows what you are!" returned Colby, 
gloomily. 

u Well, decide at j'our leisure. I am going away for 
a few days — and wheu I return, will look in upon you. 
Au ravoir," and making a jaunty bow, he walked out 
with an air of supreme indifference. 

So, there i£ was — the terms on which Mr. Colby 
migl»fc purchase comparative ease and wordly salvation. 
The trust and the legal interest upon it would reach a 
sum considerably above two hundred thousand. He 
was not sure that he could make up the amount at so 
short a notice. Oh, if he had never had the trust at all, 
but gone on living simply ! And yet a hundred thou- 
sand was not to be despised . It would keep their position , 
it would marry his darling happily, and give the others 
their ordinary comforts. And then he might have some 
good luck and retrieve his loss — whereas, if he began 
without a dollar, how could he, at his age, ever get any 
considerable sum together again ? 

Would it wrong Mrs. Tremaine so very much? The 
villain would be bought off of her path. In time, as 
Cameron had said, she and Mr. Tremaine might come 
to an amicable understanding, and be not much the 
worse for the brief interruption. Because the man car- 
ried matters with such a high hand, he had succeeded 
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in impressing Colby with a certain regard for his power, 
and he knew him to be most unscrupulous. He would 
bind Cameron in such a manner that the strictest justice 
should be done to Mrs. Tremaine. Then,, it was not 
as if she were penniless. She had something of her 
own, and the probabilities were that Mr. Tremaine 
would overlook the unfortunate occurrence, and take 
his wife back to his heart and home — for after all, she 
was much more his than Jasper Cameron's. 

Mr. Colby's own safety was of greater importance to 
him than anything else, though he persuaded himself 
that he was viewing the case very impartially. If 
Cameron settled with Mrs. Tremaine, it was more than 
likely that she would relinquish half of her fortune, to 
say .the least, for freedom. So in that case he was 
paying him no higher price than she would. Then if 
he had used his influence to the uttermost he believed 
he might have led Giles Walsingham to disinherit this 
grandchild altogether — and he began to fancy himself 
the most unfortunate one in the whole party, since he 
had taken all the trouble and anxiety of the trust, and 
was to reap none of its benefits. First and last, he had 
known of a good many business matters that, if you 
came to subject them to a rigorous examination, would 
show no fairer front than this, yet the chief agents in 
the transactions went about the world with a brave 
face, and were held by their neighbors in high esteem, 
much higher than he would be held, if it were announced 
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to-morrow that he were penniless. The world might 
be wrong in its verdicts, but since one was here, one 
must abide by its decisions. And he had wife and 
children ; yes, he must save himself. 

The offer had been Jasper Cameron's. He had not 
tempted any one to wrong dealing, so his conscience 
felt quite light and clear. He could think the matter 
over at his leisure and decide in the course of the month, 
as if he had not already resolved upon his choice be- 
tween ruin and dishonesty ! 

As for Jasper Cameron, he felt quite secure. Thus 
far Mr. Tremaine had caused him very little trouble — and 
Dora, thanks to her illness, been much more manageable 
than he had expected. The more deeply he considered 
the subject, the less he desired to be burthened with 
Dora. It might have been a kind of comfortable after 
philosophy, as he was plainly convinced that Dora's re- 
gard was far beyond his reach. He could not subjugate 
her to his will, and what was the use of bothering with 
a woman who, in a desperate moment, might place her- 
self beyond the reach of human power. Dora was quite 
capable of doing that. 

And granting that he could subdue her, would he 
want her year after year? The gay, care-free life he 
led was infinitely preferable. He would enjoy, more real 
pleasure with half the fortune and freedom, than to have 
it tied up in her hands, and be put on good behavior. 
So, let her love Ralph Tremaine to the end. It brought 
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a kind of angry, jealous feeling to be sure, but revenge 
would not be worth all the trouble it would cost. Let 
fate work out the problem for the others — he could 
bring his own wishes to a successful issue, he thought ; 
but in the meanwhile it was necessary that Dora Tre- 
maine should live, and jet not be brought under the 
influence of her husband. 
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CHAPTER £VII. 



HOPE AND DESPAIR. 



HORA Tremaine had struggled some time with 
pride and a sense of neglect, before she had 
consented that Catherine Dawson should be- 
come her messenger. 

" Does he even care to hear from me, Catherine? " 
she would ask, with a stinging doubt rankling in her 
heart. 

"We do not know what Mr. Cameron may have told 
him — some false, cruel story, perhaps, that a few 
words may set right. I think it is best for me to go, 
child, and to see him." 

At last Dora had yielded reluctantly, yet glad in her 
heart to be overruled. But she had given Catherine 
many charges. 

4 i You may surely trust mc," the woman replied. 4 ' If 
it is true that he no longer cares, which I cannot be- 
lieve of Mr. Tremaine, I shall ask no pity. But it is 
best to know the truth. Tbis suspense is wearing you 

terribly. " 

Mrs. Connor came in to stay with the invalid, whik 
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Mark Dawson patrolled the premises without — so that 
they should not be taken by surprise, if any enemy 
were lurking near. Mrs. Dawson went straight about 
her business in the meanwhile, taking a grim satisfaction 
in planning her attack upon Mr. Tremaine. For, al- 
though she listened patiently to Dora's justification of 
him, in her heart, she could not quite acquit him of 
cruelty and neglect. One would hardly treat an enemy 
with such utter coldness if he lay ill, perhaps dying, 
for it seemed as if Dora had been near to that. 

But she waited in vain. The moments lengthened 
themselves interminably, and still Mr. Tremaine did 
not make his appearance. Then, with some difficulty 
and much disappointment, Catherine wrote her note 
and started homeward with a heavy heart. 

Dora's eyes were feverishly anxious. 

"You saw him?" she asked, with a gasp. 

u No, child." And Catherine sat down disconso- 
lately. "He was not in, and I waited as long as I 
could. Then I left a note." 

Dora turned her face over on the pillow, and gave 
vent to her tears. For the last two hours, she had been 
building upon this interview, until she had actually 
reached a tender reconciliation, but by what steps, she 
could never remember. And now it was dashed to 
ruins. 

u Yes, I wrote a message," Catherine went on, 
fumbling awkwardly at her shawl. " I did not beg him 
to come ; but if he has any heart, he will.." db 
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"Kb, Catherine," she sobbed, "I can feel that he 
has ceased to care ; that he thinks I have basely de- 
ceived him. He will never, never come." 

" Then I shall always hold him to be an unjust and 
cruel man." And Catherine rose stiffly. u To believe 
the story of that villain, when you lie here sick, unable 
to say a word in your own defence, and he not caring 
to hear it said. If he does not come to-night, he is not 
worth the love you have given him." 

Dora made no reply. Were the circumstances re- 
versed, what could keep her from his side? And if he 
were ill, she would question no law, no sense of pro- 
priety — but fly at once to comfort him, in the depths 
of any anguish. 

Yet when the note reached her, enclosing the check, 
Dora received the crudest blow of all. Up to that 
moment she had hoped, how much, she knew, when she 
lay there utterly crushed and forlorn. It had not 
seemed possible that he could be so implacable, so 
pitiless ! He did not say in so many words that they 
were parted forever, but each brief line implied the fact. 
He had listened and believed Jasper Cameron's story, 
and had nothing left for her save the strictest justice.. 
Poor Dora ! And their last moments together had been 
so happy, so satisfying. She had felt how well and 
truly she loved him. And yet she remembered her 
sudden misgiving — were there really such things as 
presentiments? What if she had gone to the city with 
him that day, could it have changed the course of fate? 
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Dr., Mackey found his patient much worse. A 
strange apathy had taken possession of her. Though 
she had less fever and seemed to suffer little pain, yet 
she failed daily, grew weaker, and wasted away at an 
alarming rate. He was very earnest in demanding a 
change of air for her immediately. 

The receipt of her fortune, was, to Dora, like the sig- 
nature on her death warrant. She could look for noth- 
ing now. Ralph Tremaine had severed the last link 
that might have brought them together, or given cause 
for an interview. She was to have no claim on him, 
to be nothing to him henceforward. Swept away from 
the safe and pleasant mooring, utterly adrift on the 
wide ocean of strange and untoward circumstances. 
What was left for her now? Why not die? 

"Catherine," she said, rousing herself, "I am no 
longer Mr. Tremaine's wife. He cannot forgive. He 
repudiates me entirely; delivers me to the mercy of 
Jasper Cameron. Oh, how can men be so cruel, so 
pitiless ! Do you think I could have deserted him in 
any hour of fiery trial ? I wish your doctor had let me 
die at first. What can I do now?" 

The heavy eyes were turned beseechingly towards 
the poor woman who listened, as helpless as herself to 
conquer this hard fate. 

4 'My bairn, my darling, we will trust God to bring 
us to the light somehow. You shall never want for 
care or any love that I can give. It is not what you 
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should have, but a true heart offers it freely." And 
Mrs. Dawson's voice trembled with emotion. 

" My good Catherine, I thank God hourly for you. 
But I have made you so much trouble — and when or 
how it will end, no one can tell. If God would but let 
me die!" 

"Hush, dear," was the answer, in a solemn tone. 
" It may be His will to find a wiser way out, and we 
must wait patiently. Dr. Mackey thinks you had bet- 
ter go away and try change of air. If you choose j I 
will be your waiting-maid anywhere." 

" Is Mark tired of me, Catherine?" 

" No, child, do not think that. You will get tired 
of this little place sooner. It is so different from what 
you have always been used." 

" I do not want to go anywhere. I want to be shut 
away from the sight of all the world. Just let me stay 
here and die, if I can ; " and Dora turned wearily, her 
voice sinking into a heart-breaking pathos. 

Catherine wiped the tears from her eyes. During these 
days of trouble, Dora had grown strangely dear to her. 

And so the time passed heavily enough. The weather 
grew oppressively warm, but everything seemed alike 
to Dora. Catherine went about her household duties : 
Mark made short journeys from home — more brief 
now, for his wife felt lonesome and anxious without 
him. Their monotony was broken only by the visits of 
the doctor, and occasional calls from Jasper Cameron, 
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who, since he had resolved upon his course, very con- 
siderately allowed himself to be persuaded not to in- 
trude upon Dora, though he evinced a strong desire for 
her recovery. 

Indeed, he was fully satisfied with the working of 
his plans. He had heard of Mr. Tremaine's calls upon 
Mrs. Lester and her daughter, and their departure for 
Woodlea. The latter fact startled him a little. Had he 
played a worse card for Dora, than he at first intended ? 

At present, it might be as well for him to keep out of 
the way. He changed his hotel therefore, as lodging 
at his aunt's was but little to his taste. He took a trip . 
to Woodlea, and found, by one of the many stratagems 
of which he was master, that the ladies had come to 
spend the summer. He fancied that Mr. Tremaine 
bore his troubles with remarkable equanimity. 

It was evident that Mr. Colby was fast reaching a 
sensible conclusion. The Lake George party had been 
decided upon, and Isabel Colby was already deep in a 
part of her bridal outfit. Money must be had; and 
Leonard Colby decided that it was useless to attempt 
to stem the tide. After his daughter's marriage, he 
would explain that recent losses had rendered retrench- 
ment necessary, but until then, there could be no change. 
Yet this burthen, that he carried about with him, grew 
every day more frightful. The two months seemed to 
him almost interminable. True, he had not given a 
oositive answer to Jasper Cameron, but there had been 
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a tacit acquiescence, and the latter had already drawn 
upon him for a considerable sum of money. 

Of all the actors in the quiet tragedy, that like hun- 
dreds of others went on unnoticed by the outer world, 
the two most at ease were Mrs. Lester and her daugh- 
ter. Mr. Tremaine had insisted upon their coming to 
Woodlea immediately. The housekeeper made ready 
and received them in state, dressed in her best cambric 
gown. Something in Mrs. Merrivour attracted her at 
once, the beauty and undeniable style, and the air with 
which she swept through the hall. 

" A real lady, " was her internal comment. 

Mr. Tremaine had given a few orders. The sitting- 
room that had been Dora's, and the sleeping-room were 
locked, and not to be opened under any pretence. He 
changed his apartment to the one at the end of the hall, 
where everything would not speak of the blight and 
ruin that had fallen upon him. Steel his heart against 
Dora as he might, he could not shut out the hundred 
tender remembrances that haunted him at every step. 
If she had but come once — even if she had implored 
him to visit her, he would have gone, though their 
parting had been tenfold more bitter than this sus- 
pense. 

Mrs. Lester was delighted to be at Woodlea. The 
changes were unimportant and hardly to be remarked 
in the face of so many old-time familiarities. She went 
about with a glow of girlish enthusiasm, noting every 
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tree and flower, and pleasing Mr. Tremaine by her 
evident satisfaction. Edith was much more quiet, but 
now and then she raised her deep, lustrous eyes with 
an expression of wordless thanks. 

"You are so kind, Ralph, and so patient with all 
mamma's whims and fancies," she said in a low voice 
as they parted the first evening. 

"I only hope j'ou and she will not think it dull and 
lonesome. There might have been more pleasant cir- 
cumstances under which you could enjoy the visit" — 
and he paused, casting down his eyes. Oh, if Dora 
were but there ! That she might not. feel so friendly 
toward this beautiful woman, hardly occurred to him. 

"Yes," she returned slowty, "And sometimes I 
think it was not very wise to come just now — on your 
account," and she paused with a lingering intonation 
as if much more might be said. 

" On my account? " he repeated. 

"Yes. Most people, I believe, like solitude best in 
any great trouble. And yours has been — " 

She meant that he should discuss it with her, come 
to her for sympathy — any friend or brother would 
have that privilege. 

"I do not know," Tremaine said slowly. "The 
solitude nearly drove me wild. If you had not come, 
I think I should have closed the house for a while at 
least." 

"Oh, Ralph, to have your dreams so rudely broken, 
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to see you thrust from happiness to despair, is a sore 
punishment to me ! " 

There was a touching and tremulous pathos to her 
voice, a real sorrow as she spoke, for there had been 
hours in her life when her marriage had maddened her 
almost beyond control. 

"You must not look at it in that light, Edith," he re- 
plied gently. 

" T^he first false step was mine ; I can never forget 
that," she said with a strange heat of passion and regret 
in her tone. 

Her pity and repentance touched him deeply. He 
thought it the more generous because she had suffered 
deeply, as well, and instead of demanding his sympa- 
thy, she gave him hers. 

"It is a sad fate, and yet — " he was about to add, 
and to any other woman he would have said — "I am 
glad to have known and loved Dora, even at this terrible 
price," but he bethought himself of what had passed 
between them — " and yet God knows best when He 
leads us through these thorny paths. Good-night." 

Had she called up this remembrance unwisely? she 
asked herself upon reaching her room. She knew very 
well that when they began to talk freely of the past, 
one great step would be gained, and she said to her 
heart, that, if there could be no deeper sentiment awak- 
ened, there would still remain a true and earnest friend- 
ship, growing more important to him every day. For 
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herself she found there was coming back a stronger tie 
than the old love. That had been a girl's halting, irreso- 
lute fancy, loving the man, but shrinking from the fate, 
and being beset on every hand by the strong contrast 
with wealth. Now, she saw the wide difference between 
the two men. Mr. Merrivour's was a narrow, petty 
mind, that could behold nothing outside of himself; and 
while he wanted her as a lay figure, on which he could 
display his diamonds, rubies, elegant silks and laces, 
and shawls that drove women to distraction, she must 
have no individual desire for admiration, or even appre- 
ciation. How keenly she had suffered from his jealous 
taunts, and suspicions, and meanness that grudged 
every dollar not spent in show, she alone could tell. 

The world of course had reckoned her a very fortu- 
nate woman, and she, being too proud to admit her 
mistake, sealed its verdict with a smile. But she was 
unspeakably thankful to have the hideous life ended, 
and now was ready for love. She could appreciate it 
much better than in her unthinking girlhood. And if 
this generous, tender, forgiving heart, could be healed 
of its wounds and turn to her again, she would ask 
nothing more this side of heaven. Was it wrong to 
try for this result in a patient, gentle, womanly manner ? 
People brought out all their energies for the other great 
prizes of life, and for this, most fateftil of any, must 
they sit down and wait with folded hands? 

Had she found Ralph Tremaine free, and still dream- 
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ing over the old love, she could have rendered him very 
na PPJ> f° r experience had widened her vision in many 
respects ; but on the other hand had her own married 
life proved satisfactory, she would scarcely have 
thought, of him, save with that half pity successful wo* 
men give their discarded lovers. So, after all, it was the 
result of circumstances rather than any deeply enduring 
affection. 

Mr. Tremaine was destined to learn her history by 
brief snatches, that commended her strongly to his 
sympathy. Now and then, a bit from her fond, foolish 
mother, and much that he guessed at, as she asked his 
counsel in the settlement of her business. Mr. Mem- 
vour had carried his grudging spirit even beyond the 
grave. A certain income was allowed his widow while 
she remained such, legacies were bequeathed to differ- 
ent relatives, and large sums to different charitable in- 
stitutions, of which he had been a patron. If M'ra. 
Merrivour married a second time, the executors were 
instructed to pay her the sum of fifty thousand dollars, 
and the remainder was to go to a nephew of the same 
name, still a child. 

" He never would allow Edith to give away a dollar," 
Mrs. Lester said complainingly, " but he was anxious 
enough to leave behind a great name for charity. Poor 
Edith, she will have a little comfort now, which she 
never did enjoy with him ; but her father would mak^ 
her marry." 
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Ralph Tremaine said "Poor Edith "in his heart also, 
and thought she would hare been much happier as his 
wife, with the poverty and all. 

The only word or sign that he had received from 
Dora, had been the return of his first gift. Catherine 
Dawson had written at her dictation. Her own fortune 
she would keep, it would be sufficient for her in any 
emergency, but she felt that she had no right to a dol- 
lar of his. 

Yet there was so much that she wanted to say. 
That she had loved him, that she still loved him with a 
torturing passion, which throbbed in every pulse, day 
and night, and would give her no rest. And to 
see him once, to know that he did not hate her bitterly 
for blighting his life, would give her strength and 
courage to walk the dreary path before her. That the 
deception had not been willful on her part, and her re- 
gret was deep and earnest, her sorrow sincere. Would 
he be mercifiil for one brief hour? — not to take her 
back, she had come to understand the utter impossi- 
bility of that, but to pity and be tender, and see how 
great a burthen she had to carry, cast out of the sight 
of his presence, with no smile to cheer. 

If she had said it ! If one could be brave enough 
for the simple truth, and not hampered with a hundred 
fears and petty conventionalities ! 

He had disregarded two appeals, therefore she could 
summon very little courage for a third. It seemed al- 
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most criminal to beg for love ; and then, too, pride in- 
terposed. She had not cared so much for it when it had 
been like daily bread, and now, would ho not distrust 
the longing for crumbs and fragments ? She desired to 
fly to him as a sure refuge, but had she not brought the 
storm upon herself? 

So, the note was made a formal business matter, 
another unwitting stab to the loyal soul, hungering, 
unconfessed, for some sign of longing or return. 

With a heavy heart, he sauntered into the street. It 
had grown to be quite a habit of his, when his burthen 
seemed greater than he could bear. Always grave and 
with a kind of pre-occupied air, his late reserve and ab- 
sence had passed the more readily unnoticed. Business 
being dull, he was not required to give much attention. 

He had not gone far when a figure on the opposite 
sidewalk startled him. The jaunty step and fashionable 
swagger, the flowing black beard and general contour 
stamped the man at once. 

Tremaine crossed, took a few hurried steps, and at 
that, Jasper Cameron turned, flushing suddenly, in 
spite of his effort at self-command. 

Tremaine was, perhaps, the more deeply embarrassed, 
and for the moment silent ; but Jasper Cameron did 
not so easily lose his presence of mind, and greeted the 
other most amicably. 

" I have been wishing to see you," Tremaine began 
hurriedly. " At our first interview, I will confess th 
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I was stunned, deprived of my senses, as it were, or I 
should have asked your address." 

4 'Which I can hardly give," was the suave reply. 
4 1 1 am in and out of the city, and shall be, for a few 
weeks, on some rather perplexing business, but a note 
might reach me," with a bright look, as if the thought 
had just occurred. 

44 You have seen her?" Tremaiue asked huskily. 

44 Yes." 

Brief as the answer was, there was something in the 
tone that implied a great deal, a kind of daily privilege, 
perhaps, and Ralph Tremaine's heart burned with fierce 
indignation, to think that such an exception should have 
been made in Cameron's favor. 

44 She has been ill," he went on. 

44 A trifle, yes," answered Cameron carelessly. 

44 She is staying with her uncle's old nurse, Mrs. 
Dawson ! " 

44 For the present." Jasper Cameron hardly saw 
his way clear, and went cautiously. 

44 1 want to ask you, as a gentleman, how wide a cir- 
culation this matter has received at your hands ? " 

Ralph Tremaine's voice was steady enough now. 

44 1 have mentioned it just once, to some friends of 
mine and relatives of yours, as I found. It seemed to 
come about quite by accident." 

Tremaine glanced at him sharply. 

44 1 have some regard for her," Cameron pursued, in 
a wounded tone. " When I found her willing to make 
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so fair a proposal, I assented at once, and held my con- 
fidence with her sacred." 

"And what might that proposal be?" Tremaine 
asked with a quick suspicion. 

"Oh, has she not informed j'ou ?" lifting his eye-, 
brows in well acted surprise. "We decided upon a 
plan which I thought eminently fair, and one that I 
hardly supposed would meet with any objection from 
you. As the legal husband of Dora Verner, I have 
some rights." 

Tremaine made a sort of despairing gesture. 

" I told you at our first interview that I could not 
give her up, for the old love was strong upon me. But 
I should not insist if I found her heart entirely alienated 
from me. I hoped, nay believed it was not so. She 
begged me to wait and not take any decisive step until 
she was quite sure of her own mind, so we have agreed 
to a truce of two or three months. Yet you can hardly 
blame me for* trying to win her ! " 

' i And this was her — wish ? " 

In spite of the summer heat, Tremaine felt himself 
grow cold in every pulse. 

"It is. As a man of honor I beg you not to in- 
terfere." 

Jasper Cameron seemed apprehensive and very 
deeply in earnest. 

"I shall not interfere," Tremaine answered slowly. 
" She shall be free, quite free to do as D **he J^' g [ ( 

" Thank you." 
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Tremaine turned away blindly. "Quite free," he 
Raid. " Tell her that from me." 

When Jasper Cameron felt there was a safe distance 
between, he indulged in a little laugh. 

"It is all in knowing how to handle the cards," he 
oaid softly. 
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CHAPTER XVHI. 



DORA'S JOURNEY. 




|RAT Dora could have made this agreement 
with his enemy, for such Jasper Cameron 
seemed, without consulting him in the slight- 
est, stung Ralph Tremaine more keenly than when he 
had first heard it from Edith Merrivour ; perhaps be- 
cause he did not wholly believe it then. He felt that 
Cameron must exercise some strong influence over Dora 
to sway her completely. If she loved him, Tremaine, 
or was in any doubt as to whom she owed the true 
allegiance of her soul, would she not have come to him 
at once ? 

He said to himself drearily, now that hope was at an 
end. He had never possessed Dora's heart wholly, and 
now he held the key to all that was strange in her 
nature. Since she was likely to go back to the old 
love, should he plead for half a heart? Humble and 
generous as he could be in some things, here his pride 
was touched. If she could not return of her own 
accord, he would not persuade. And then she had de- 
ceived him. There was no explaining away this fact. 
She had been admitted to the inmost recesses of his 
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soul, and in return, kept her own tightly closed with 
her fatal secret. How often she had playfully baffled 
him, when he strove to penetrate it ! 

If Edith found him more open to sympathy on this 
evening, she little guessed the painful ordeal through 
which he had passed. And, somehow, he was glad to 
accept her nameless condolence, given with refined 
grace and tact, that was. never obtrusive. 

The ladies, certainly, rendered Woodlea attractive and 
home-like. Aunt Lester took the head of the table at 
his request, and seeing her there brought back pleasant 
old pictures of boyhood. Edith gave a charm of her 
own to any place. The windows were always arranged 
with the nicest regard to light and shade, and the 
rooms often impressed one with the idea of a presence 
just missed. Not because she left a book, or a hand- 
kerchief, or her work, as Dora used so often ; indeed, it 
was nothing tangible, only he would think of her imme- 
diately and watch for her to come back. Mrs. Maybin 
was quite stisfied. Here was a regal mistress indeed. 

And so it was not strange that Edith and Mr. Tre- 
maine, should come to confidence, by slow degrees. 
That he loved Dora, he never attempted to conceal, but 
she knew that he was growing to feel himself wrongly 
used, that out of the bitter pain a spirit of resentment 
was born. 

"You are doubty generous, Ralph," she said during 
one conversation. " I think there is hardly another 
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man in the world, who would judge her fault so leni- 
ently, and excuse her utter want of confidence. But 
suppose, at the last, she should decide not to take this 
Mr. Cameron, what then ? " 

Edith was venturing on a bold step, but she desired 
to rouse him to a new train of reasoning. 

"I do not know," he answered "slowly. "If she 
could explain the past — " 

"Of course she will be able to," Edith said with a 
touch of contempt. "But, Ralph, I cannot tamely 
endure that your nobleness should have this slight put 
upon it. Why should she wait until the last moment, 
when all other resources have failed, and then ask you 
to forgive?" 

" She may never ask me," with a sad intonation. 

" I do not see how she can, now. If she had come 
at first, as a woman would, who loved — " 

" Yes, if she had come at first, if I could have heard 
the story from her, I would have espoused her cause 
boldly and fought through all opposition." 

"Knowing you, she must have known that also. 
And yet there are some legal perplexities in the case," 
she continued thoughtfullj T . 

" She is not my wife — I do not forget that fact when 
I think of her. Something more then a mere explana- 
tion is necessary to restore the old relation between us. 
And since she chooses to keep silence for the present, 
I will not invade any retreat she may prefer. I can 
only wait, dreary and hopeless as it may be." 
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41 Dear Ralph, I hope you will have your reward." 

He sighed but made no reply ; and walking there in 
the silence, she comforted herself with the admission 
anguish had wrung from him — " She is not my wife." 

Poor, desolate Dora, tossing restlessly on her sick 
bed, if she could have heard the words ! 

From Jasper Cameron, when he was next admitted, 
she learned the particulars of his interview with Mr. 
Tremainc, colored according to his fancy, and also the 
fact of there being visitors at Woodlea. And though 
she could have cried out at the cruel thrust, she was 
calm over her great anguish until he had gone away. 
He should not smile at the wound. 

u Catherine," she said, an hour afterward, "help me 
to get well. Since I cannot die, it is useless to lie here 
forever." 

The tone was not one of hope, but strong determina- 
tion. Catherine was thankful for even that. 

Dora seemed to make rapid improvement in health, 
but there was something about her, sad indeed to see, 
a kind of hidden determination that the good woman 
could not fathom. Dr. Mackey rejoiced, although he 
saw there was some secret grief preying upon her mind. 

" Persuade her to go out if }-ou can," he said to Mrs. * 
Dawson. 

So Dora sat on the porch, or wandered around the 
little garden after sunset, watching Mark, as he pulled 
some venturesome weed, or trained the flowers* 
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Then she asked Dr. Mackey if he could procure her 
a carriage and a good, trusty driver, and he complied 
at once. 

" She will soon be quite recovered," he said con- 
fidently to Mrs. Dawson. 

In truth, her progress did seem miraculous, but 
through it all Catherine's heart grew heavier. What 
would the future bring to this poor child? 

"Catherine," she exclaimed, coming out into the 
little kitchen, "it is four weeks, since I left Woodlea, 
four weeks this very morning. It seems almost a cen- 
tury." 

" Sickness is always tiresome," was the response. 

4 ' And I had not been ill before, in a long while. But, 
if. that were all — " 

"Oh, bairn, you will only excite yourself, talking 
over the pain and trouble." 

" No, Catherine, I air><not going to talk of that, 
though I want to ask you — to Hke a journey with me." 

"Where?" and Catherine paused in the midst of her 
pudding. 

"Not very far. To start this afternoon, and come 
back in the edg^of the evening, perhaps." 

" You will not be afraid ? " 

" Catherine, I think Jasper Cameron has some new 
idea, if you mean that I might be afraid of him. If I 
had fancied before, that he really loved me, I should be 
doubtful now. He seems to be following out some 
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resolve, and I cannot fathom him at all. Only one 
thing am I sore of — that at each interview I dislike 
and distrust him more than ever, and feel confident 
that he does not care for my love. He is leagued 
against me, and my other enemy is a beautiful woman." 

Catherine paused in astonishment, and let the soft 
batter from her wooden spoon drip over the carpet. 

" Miss Dora, are, you losing your senses ?" 

44 No, Catherine, but I see the plot now. I am not 
as blind as they think. When Mr. Tremaine was young 
he loved this woman. She was a connection of his, and 
very, very handsome. I have seen her picture. She 
jilted him then, and married a man who was fabulously 
wealthy, I believe. Now she is a widow, and has re- 
turned, gone to Woodlea to stay. She is there, trying 
all her winsome arts to gain Ralph, and Mr. Cameron 
is leagued with her to keep me away ! " 

Dora's eyes were restlessly bright, and a scarlet spot 
shone on either cheek. 

4 4 Child, you are dreaming." 

44 No, I am not. Jasper Cameron told me, but he 
little imagined that I should guess it all." 

44 Do you believe that any woman would go there 
now, of all times, to stay?" Catherine said aghast, for 
she really began to fear for Dora's mind. 

44 Oh, they are in some sort connections, and her 
mother is there also. He, Ralph I mean, calls her aunt, 
but this handsome Mrs. Merrivour is not really his 
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cousin. Her husband died six months or so ago, abroad, 
and Mr, Cameron said she had just returned. Yes, 
that is it. They want to keep me away. Will you go, 
Catherine?" 

She glanced at her with feverish anxiety, and her 
thin fingers interlaced each other. 

"Can }'ou stand the journey? And when you are 
there, what will you do?" the wqman asked in slow 
amaze. 

"I want to see him, Catherine, my own precious 
husband. I must tell him of this plot, and beg him to 
wait a little. I think there is some way out of this 
labyrinth. ,, 

" But suppose we sent for him to come here ?" 

" Oh, he would not come, Catherine, you know that 
well. And there is nothing in my going to him," she 
went on sharply. "I am his wife, before God, but I 
shall not ask him to take me back until I am quite free, 
and can go honorably, so you need not be afraid." 

"lam most afraid that your strength will not hold 
out. And if it should be different from what you 
think — " 

" I shall go," Dora answered, resolutely, "even if it 
be alone. No, you cannot dissuade me." 

Catherine did not try, for Dora's face wore its most 
determined look, but she secretly hoped there would be 
a shower, or that Dora would come to think differently 
of the matter. 
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All in vain, however. Dora kept strangely bright 
and active, arranged her hair and dress with much in- 
terest, ^nd though there were groups of hazy clouds in 
the sky, there was no appearance of rain. Catherine 
made herself ready, reluctantly, and the carriage came 
for their usual drive. 

Dora had well nigh disguised herself, by putting 
Catherine's choice linen duster over her dress, and it 
enveloped nearly her whole figure. A thick veil hid 
her face from any too curious gaze, and she felt as if 
she might travel quite unknown. Her spirits were in a 
strange flutter, between her highly nervous state and the 
wild expectancy of her mood. Indeed, she did not 
realize the tense strain on every nerve, or dream of 
what a reaction might bring. And now that she had 
resolved to see Mr. Tremaine, something akin to hope 
stirred every pulse. 

On the route, many well-known objects met her 
eye, but she did not allow any one of them to tempt 
her into a familiar glance. It was Catherine who 
bought the tickets and gave them to the conductor, 
shielding her, in every possible manner, from notice or 
remark. 

"Let us take the back road," Dora whispered, ap- 
prehensively. " It is shady, and we shall escape this 
host of travellers. Besides, I do not wish to go to the 
hall or through the lawn." 

Catherine yielded to the pressure on her arm. The 
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scene was so quiet and lovely that Dora paused, now 
and then, involuntarily. The murmur of the river, 
fretting its way along the rocky shores, the song of a 
homeward-bound bird, the faint rustle among the trees, 
were so many tender-voices that touched her heart. 

Up the shadowy road, the two found their way. This 
took in a view of the rear, pleasant gardens, and 
miniature, orchards hedged about with evergreens. 
Then clumps of hemlock and cedars, growing more and 
more dense. Dora took long breaths of the resinous 
fragrance. Every step was familiar and delightful. 
At length they paused. Dora was panting, and her 
face flushed and paled alternately. 

" Sit down," said Catherine. " Sit down and rest. 
See, you are all of a tremble." 

Dora leaned her head on Catherine's knee. She had 
only to go up this little, well-worn path, and there 
would be the old picture before her eyes. Why should 
she shrink? 

"We must go on;" she exclaimed presently, in a 
husky tone, turning away her face, that Catherine might 
not see the tears — for she felt miserably weak and 
desparing. 

Through the narrow path they threaded their way, 
coming to a grove of Norway firs and pines. This led 
to a little summer-house — not the one where the roses 
bloomed. They were all gone now. The earliest one 
gathered — where was that ? 
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Dora crept cautiously along the winding walks until 
the house was well in view. A side balcony on which 
the library opened — and the shutters were thrown wide 
apart now, the window draperies serving only as a deli- 
cate foil. She took one long, eager glance, not even 
breathing, until she felt a painful constriction of the 
throat. 

There were three persons in the room, and she saw 
them all quite plainty. A rather pensive, elderly woman, 
tojing with a fan, quite at home in the green and golden 
damask arm cBair, her favorite seat. Then that regal 
Edith Merrivour ! 

Dora grew icy cold as she gazed. Beauty was a 
tame word. She might have stepped from some paint- 
er's canvas, or come fresh from the hands of a roj'al 
sculptor, so perfect was every outline — the arrange- 
ment of the abundant hair, the beautiful poise of the 
head, the grace of the snowy neck, the droop of the 
shoulders — indeed the whole contour. The thin, black 
dress she wore was like gossamer, revealing the neck 
and arms, and just at her throat was fastened a white, 
half-blown rose and bud. 

She sat on a tete-a-tete, with Ralph Tremaine beside 
her, reading. Occasionally she glanced up, her large 
entrancing e}~es raised a moment, then lowered, the 
face retaining its position a trifle longer, and just within 
range of his. It seemed, at first, as if Dora must shriek 
with pain, so deep, so like a sword-thrust, was the sight 
to her. 
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Mr. Tremaine being partly in the shadow, she could 
not clearly see whether time and anxiety had changed 
him or not. But the picture maddened her. Should 
she rush in and confront them, upraid him with perfidy? 

Years ago, he had loved this woman. Now she 
shared his leisure hours, and was fast leading him to 
forget the higher claims of his wife. His wife ! What 
an easy thing it would be to repudiate her now ; the 
law would sustain him in it, of course. Should she 
leave them to drift on to a blissful fate ? This beauti- 
ful siren, in whose glance and smiles he would soon 
forget poor little Dora ! 

It was not all jealous love that rent her soul. Higher 
than human law and public opinion, was based her right 
to his fidelity. Though they might never call each 
other husband and wife again, by her love and suffering, 
by the future in store for her, and one link strpnger 
even than earthty mandate, if his were the brave and 
noble soul that she had always believed it, he must be 
true. In any drear extremity, this would be an ancnor 
to which she could cling. Somehow, at this moment 
she felt her right to him so strongly — this fateful mo- 
ment, when he seemed wavering in his allegianee. 

The reading was ended. The little group paused to 
talk, each one adding a sentence. The lady in the 
chair smiled in a kind of satisfied, motherly fashion, as 
she glanced at the others, and waved her fan languidly. 
Was she thinking of the time, when her beautiful daugh- 
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ter should reign mistress here, when that grave, 
thoughtful man should be her son indeed? 

Unconsciously Dora, was not far from right. Mrs. 
Lester was dreaming over the past. If Edith's father 
had not interfered, and she had married Ralph, how 
pleasantly they might all be living in this old house. 
Ralph had prospered wonderfully, and Edith's husband, 
after being a most uncomfortable man to live with, had 
hampered her by his death, as much and more than was 
decent for a man of his means. Poor Edith had never 
been happy. And, then, how strange that this story 
should come out about Ralph's wife, just after Edith was 
left a widow ! 

There might be a peculiar providence in it all, and 
Mrs. Lester gave thanks inwardly that Mr. Merrivour 
was dead, and they were here with dear Ralph, the best 
and tepderest-hearted fellow in the world. As for ]^rs. 
Tremaine, she had proved herself a deceitful, intriguing 
girl, of no principle whatever, and had treated Ralph 
shamefully, so she was hardly worth a thought. 

Poor outcast! This woman's complacency seemed 
to stir every drop of angry blood in her veins, as if 
by some occult spirit of divination. Then she turned 
to the other two. Chatting and smiling, every new 
poise of her head, and every movement, even to the 
change of her hand, were full of fascination. Dora 
watched like one in a spell, hating more bitterly with 
each passing moment. 
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Thej T both rose and sauntered out on the balcony. 
Mr. Tremaine held the curtain, that it might not touch 
her shining hair, then he stooped to detach her dress, 
and she gave him that beguiling smile again. His face 
softened as he spoke, and Dora's jealous vision distorted 
it into an answering smile of tenderness. Should she 
cry out with her misery and despair? 

A hand grasped her arm. Catherine had crept up 
and witnessed the scene — between lovers it might 
have been. 

4 'Come away, child," she exclaimed, hoarsely. 4 4 This 
is no place for you ! " 

44 He is mine, Catherine, my husband ! He has no 
right to love her !" 

" She is a handsome, dangerous woman ! Why did 
he ever ask her to come? Are men so blind and so 
sure of their own strength, that they must needs run 
into every temptation ? Come away ! It will kill you !" 

44 Not till I see him! Catherine, what shall I do? 
Will you go up to the side-door and ask for him, give 
him a metmge from me ? For I feel that I should faint 
away dewl at his feet, if I went — and I could not bear 
her scornful eyes!" 

44 Child, you are crazy f Let us go back home." 

*/ No, Catherine ; " and there was a cold, clear, reso- 
lution in her tones. "I must see him, even if I die 
here. Help me down the path a little — there is a 
thick clump of evergreens, and aTie will net think of 
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searching there with her dainty, filmy dress. Then 
go ask him to come." 

Catherine obeyed like one dazed. Dora did not 
seem to need much help, and almost dragged her at- 
tendant to the spot she designated. Two or three tall 
maples towered above the surrounding shrubbery, and 
in the little nook it was already twilight, tinted with a 
few stray golden gleams. 

"Now go. Do not let any one else hear the mes- 
sage. Follow the walk to the left and it will lead you 
to the side-door. Quick ! " And Dora stamped her 
foot. " Do you mean to kill me ?" 

Catherine turned to do her bidding. Dora shook in 
every limb, as if with an ague, was icy cold one instant, 
and at a fever-heat the next. How long they waited ! 
Must she die here all alone? — for it seemed as if she 
were really going out of life. So young, and a month 
ago so happy — now so very, very miserable. For what 
if Ralph Tremaine no longer loved her ! 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

AT BAT. 

HATHERINE found her way to the door and 
pulled the bell. Mary, the round, rosy kitchen 
girl, answered it, and, not having Mrs. Maybin's 
care and scrutinizing habits, went for her master without 
a question, returning immediately to her own domains. 

Mr. Tremaine looked at his visitor a moment or two. 
4 'Why, Mrs. Dawson ! " he said in surprise. "Will 
you walk in?" and he would have ushered ^er through 
the hall. 

"No, sir. I came to say — " lowering her voice, and 
glancing cautiously around, "that Mrs. Tremaine is 
here, and wishes to see you." 

"Here I Where?" 

Ralph Tremaine turned deathly white, while his hand 
shook visibly. Catherine was in the mood to construe 
these as signs of faithlessness. 

"In the evergreen walk," she answered. 

"Why does she not come to the house?" Some- 
how, he did not like the ideaof Dora cowering out there 
beyond, as a fearful fugitive might. 

"I think she had better not, Mr. Tremaine;" and 
Catherine's voice was sharply cold. " She came up as 
far as the bower, and saw you — talking — " 
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Then Mr. Tremaine flushed. He had said nothing, 
offered no courtesy, not even entertained a thought 
that he would not have done in Dora's presence. He 
was a man who could illy bear to be doubted and pre- 
judged, and he felt, from Mrs. Dawson's tone, that she 
and Dora had done both. In his estimation, Dora was 
the criminal, not the accuser. 

"Yes, I will go with you," he said nervously, catch- 
ing at his hat that hung in this hall, and glancing 
around. Mary was down stairs in the laundry, singing, 
Mrs. Maybin out. He could pick his way to the ever- 
green walk, without being noticed from the front of the 
house. So he strode on in a strange heat, bordering 
on indignation. 

Dora sat on an old moss-grown stump, just where 
Catherine had left her. Hearing his step, she essayed 
to rise, but her limbs refused their wonted support. 

This was not the tender, pitiful face that she had 
pictured so many times. Stern, impatient, questioning 
her right to be there at all, it seemed to her. 

"Dora!" 

The tone roused her to rebellion. 

To her sore and sensitive soul, it seemed cold and 
arbitrary. She would have to fight her way through, 
and justify her coming. 

His brain was wandering strangefy. She had been 
ill, he had heard, but those brilliant jeyes and scarlet 
cheeks hardly betokened it. Indeed the peculiar rays 
of twilight did give her the glow of perfect health. 
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" You do not want to see me!" she began, fiercely. 
"I interrupted your delightful evening. Oh, I saw 
you reading to her, and she smiling and fond, as if a 
lover were wooing. Just a month, Ralph Tremaine ! 
So, a man's love cannot last even that long ! " 

She could not have made a worse beginning. Tre- 
maine felt how little cause she had for such an accusa- 
tion, and how small a right she had to judge. For a 
month, Jasper Cameron had been allowed free access 
to her presence, and he virtually shut out. 

4 ' Dora, you do not know what you are talking about ! " 
he said sternly. 

" Oh ! " She gave a bitter, sneering laugh. " I am 
wiser, perhaps, than you think ! I read the plot easily 
enough. I know with whom that woman is leagued. 
She wishes to keep me away until she is secure of her 
claim on you. Ah, I saw the love in her eyes, in her 
smile. And once you cared for her, you confessed it 
tome!" 

4 'Yes, I told you that, years ago, I had loved Edith 
Lester. I will tell you now, that she was less false to 
me than she seemed, and that circumstances were as 
much to blame as she. But you are quite mistaken, 
when you think there is any plot. She and her mother 
came to Woodlea on my invitation, and she has not the 
unworthy motives that you ascribe to her. By a 
strange accident she heard of my — my misfortune," 
and his voice broke a little. 
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1 * Jasper Cameron told her." 

Some strong impulse led Dorato utter this, though 
it was one of those guesses savoring of prescience. 

"Yes, Jasper Cameron told her. They had met 
abroad, and by accident they went to the hotel where 
he was staying." 

"And you do not believe it to be a plot?" 

There was a stinging scorn and commiseration in her 
voice, which roused him to anger. 

" Was his marrying you part of the jplot? " he asked. 
"Dora, tell me that you are not Ms wife, and I will 
believe you." 

" I married him," she answered, in an unshrinking 
tone. " It was a child's folly, for I was barely fifteen. 
And I thought him dead long before I knew you, but 
it seems that the sea does give up its treasures ! " 

The words were freighted with hard, bitter scorn. 

Ralph Tremaine stood silent. Could he ask Dora's 
confidence, when she seemed so disinclined to give it? 

"I suppose you have decided somewhat upon your 
course?" he inquired after a while. 

" What are your plans?" was the sharp retort. 

"It would be an easy thing to repudiate me, now, 
when the law gives me to another. Yes, I suppose I 
am his wife. And when you are quite free you will 
marry that beautiful Mrs. Merrivour. I never was 
handsome, Ralph. I never had any claim or Charm, 
strong enough to lead you to look leniently on my faults 
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and mistakes. Yes, you will marry her. I may as 
well go. I was wild to come ! " 

She rose and swayed uncertainly forward, but bum- 
moned an almost superhuman strength. Better that 
she had fallen in his arms, or at his feet. 

"Dora, I think you are out of jxmr senses," he return- 
ed sternly. " You deceived me in the beginning, you 
married me, knowing this terrible secret lay between. I 
understand now your capricious moods, why you always 
desired to shut me out of 3-our heart, why you never 
appeared to love me wholly. There was an old tender- 
ness for your first love. God knows that I could have 
forgiven it, had you but confessed. How could you 
take every secret thought of my soul, for there was not 
one that I did not give you, and never offer me a re- 
turn? Why, if 3'ou had any heart, any conscience, 
they must have upbraided you continually ! And I tell 
you, to-night, that I have more respect for the girl who 
wavered in her love and allowed herself to be over- 
persuaded, than for her who could act a deliberate lie 
with a smiling face, who could pillow her head on her 
husband's heart, while she knew her own was full of 
cruel treachery ! " 

Ralph Tremaine must have been strongly moved, to 
thus upbraid her. Just then, he did feel his wrongs 
bitterly. 

As for Dora, she understood that she had been con- 
demned utterly. Seen in this light, her sin did look 
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black ; and convincing him of the truth, appeared a hope- 
less task. 

"Then you think Jasper Cameron is my legal hus- 
band?" she said. " You advise me to renew my vows 
to this man who has shown so deep a tenderness, such 
unwavering fidelity? Oh, you are all alike, — cruel! 
cruel ! " 

"You have made your own plans, Dora, and I will 
not attempt to sway you. If you had come to me at 
first for advise — " 

"Come to you!" 

Oh, the scorn of that retort ! It stung him keenly. 
He was looking at her long absence, the days when he 
had lived through agonies of uncertainty, the story that 
he had first heard from Jasper Cameron, And lier angry 
subterfuges now, when she might justify herself, instead, 
if she had any justification to make. And she was 
brooding over her days of helpless illness, wttCn he 
was not moved by any tender sentiment to come near 
her. Bid he care for her? 

u Yes, Dora. Unreasonable as you are, you shall 
hear the truth. After nearly two years of deception, 
it was your place, as soon as you knew of Jasper 
Cameron's existence, to come to me at once. Do you 
suppose that I, or any other sane man, would believe 
that you went down to the city, and met him, by the 
merest accident? Remember that you had told me, 
Bhortly before, that you could not come at all, as the 
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dressmaker was to be here. Well, she never called. 
There are many mysteries about that morning, that I 
might ask you to explain, and should, if — the matter 
came to a simple issue between ourselves." That was 
not quite what he intended to saj^ and he stumbled, a 
little, over it. 

The gulf was closing around her frightfully. He 
never meant to receive her back as his wife, she knew 
that, now, and her brain swam round, while a heaven of 
stars danced before her eyes. Of what avail were 
defence, explanation, anything? He held her as a 
* guilty, treacherous, miserable creature, and in his 
estimation, she could never be true and honorable again. 
She wondered that she did not fall dead upon the spot, 
I think she prayed that she might. 

" You did love me once," she said wanderingly. 

4 'Dora, you can never question that. If it is any 
Satisfaction to hear me say it again, God. alone knows 
how dear you were to me. I would have staked my 
life on your truth and sincerity, and it is bitter to be so 
deceived. You must have felt that you could have 
trusted me with anything, trifling fault, or absolute sin, 
andfound alenient judge. But when aman has once been 
so cruelly betrayed, faith cannot be restored in a moment. 
There were many happy hours in our life together, I 
give you full credit for all your good efforts. And if, 
sometimes, I had another dream — of children, who 
were to smile in my face with their mother's eyes, I 
thank God now that it never was fulfilled.^" 
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His voice sank nearly to a whisper. Dora started 
forward, for now the twilight was full of dun and pur- 
ple shadows. 

" If there had been," she said, every nerve within 
her quivering", " if there had been a little child, and all 
this came upon us ; if I went away into exile, and were 
no longer your wife, what then? " 

"It would be mine," he answered, almost fiercely. 

She staggered back as if he had struck her. Indeed, 
there came about her mouth some blue lines like the 
print of cruel fingers. 

"Catherine," she called faintly, "let us go. It is 
growing late." 

Tremaine would l^avc assisted her, but she drew back 
haughtily. 

"I am another man's wife," she said with mocking 
bitterness. 

" Dora — " he made an attempt to clear his voice, 
but it was still husky — "I told Jasper Cameron that 
you should be quite free — perhaps, at first, I might have 
tried to bias your decision, but now, when the time has 
ended, you have only to announce it to me, and I will 
make myself satisfied. If you have any directions to 
give about anything — your clothes will be sent, or 
whatever you like. Anj* message will reach me safely 
at the store. 

"Yes," she said wearily. He was casting her out 
then, forever. 
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"And if—" 

But somehow he could not utter it. If Jasper Cam- 
eron had lost his power to charm, what then ? Had she 
shown an j' repentance, any signs of returning tender- 
ness ? Did she think this terrible deception was merely 
a girl's careless freak, to be easily pardoned? 

fc i Ought you to go ? " he asked. " It is growing late." 

"Yes; — do not come any farther," for they had 
reached the road. 

"I should attend you home — " 

"No, no!" 

She shook him ofF impatiently. 

" As you like." He was too much wounded to urge 
the matter. "Good-bj r , Dora" — with a lingering in- 
tonation. 

Now that she was going, he experienced a curious 
and strong desire to compel her to remain. 

She merely made an inclination of the head. 

" You intend to stay with — Mrs. Dawson?" 

" I do." The voice had a clear, haughty sound. 

He watched them, passing like shadows under the 
trees. Then he stole softly on and on, down the. road, 
until he came in sight of the station. They had hardly 
stepped on the platform when the train made echoes in 
the distance. Nearer, nearer with its crash and sparks 
of fire. The conductor sang out his warning, and the 
great thing started slowly again, like a huge, writhing 
monster. Still Ralph Tremaine stood in his hiding 
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place, watching the lonely station with its one fiery 
light, and going back to the old feeling of desolation. 

How many times he had dreamed of an interview 
with Dora ! It was to be quite accidental, and the 
sweet, tender and penitent. Some way, she was to ex- 
plain all these dark and suspicious circumstances, and 
even make the seoret, that she had kept so long, seem 
less like premeditated deceit. She was to hate Jasper 
Cameron, and beg him to fight her battle, and, with the 
aid of the law, they were to be rid of him honorably, and 
come back to their lost happiness. 

But it had been so ver}', very different. He had not 
said any of the things he had fancied he would, and she 
hod blamed him, in the very beginning, for a piece of 
simple hospitality. Granting that he could be free, he 
was not likely to offer such a worn and hopeless heart 
to Edith. No, Dora did him the deepest injustice. 
His vision of her, as she had been, was enough. 

And then to accuse her of being leagued with Jasper 
Cameron ! Why, Edith and he were barely acquaintan- 
ces, and she had seen him but once since her return, 
before her visit at Woodlea had been broached at all. 
He was villain enough for anything, but Edith was 
above such petty trickery. He wished Dora had not 
said it. And, then, her stealing up to the house, her 
wildness and anger ! It was all so unlike the straight- 
forward woman he had thought her. Still, how much 
was fair and honorable about her, when she had kept 
this secret from him so long? 
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It had been a very painful and unsatisfactory inter- 
view. She had denied nothing. He had learned no 
more of her real feelings, than from Cameron. With a 
heavy sigh, Mr. Tremaine entered the house. He would 
fain have gone to his room, at once, but that would 
hardly be courtesy. 

u My dear Ralph," Mrs. Lester exclaimed, "we 
thought you spirited away ! Why, how pale and anxious 
you look ! " 

A lighted lamp was on the center table. He colored 
a little, as Edith surveyed him. 

" Some troublesome business," and he tried to smile. 
It has given me a headache, so I will not bore you 
with my stupidity." 

Edith's first impulse was to try her charm in detain* 
ing him, but she refrained. 

"How foolish and unjust Dora's suspicions were," 
he thought, as he wished them both good-night. 

And if Dora could have seen him for the next few 
hours ! 

She and Catherine went their way in silence, unmo- 
lested. At the depot in the city, they took a hack, and 
were driven homeward. Catherine chafed the cold 
hands, and let the throbbing head rest on her bosom. 
Poor Dora, indeed ! 

" Help me up stairs, Catherine," she begged wearily. 
" You can tell Mark all afterward." 

" My stricken, forsaken bairn ! " 
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"Oh, Catherine, how hard it is ! I suppose God is 
just when he brings all our secret actions to light, but 
it seems as if I had hardly sinned in this, and why 
must I be punished so sorely ? Why does not his wrath 
overtake Jasper Cameron? Is it murder in my heart, 
when I feel sorry that he was not drowned, years ago? 
And Ralph forgives Mrs. Merrivour for blighting some 
of his best hopes, but has no mercy for me. Some day, 
she will be happy with him, and I am an outcast! 
Fate has been against me since that morning. I ought 
to have told him when we were so happy. Now it is 
too late. He will never, never believe me again ! " 

Since Dora's recovery, a cheerful, airy room, on the 
second floor, had been given her. Catherine moved 
softly about, disrobing her, smoothing the tangles from 
the soft hair, and watching, with strange dread, the wan 
face and stony eyes. There was nothing brilliant about 
it now. The lips looked pinched and blue, the cheeks 
were sunken, the features sharpened and haggard. 

"But it is so hard, Catherine!" the dreary voice 
murmured like a sad-toned rivulet. "Oh, why cannot 
miserable people die ! To think of living years and 
years, without any hope, any smile to cheer, or any hu- 
man soul to be glad that you are alive. For now, I am 
so utterly adrift. He will never take me back. I have 
sinned fearfully against him. It is all over, hope, hap- 
piness, everything." 

' 'My bairn, I think God does see and care. He hears 
all who cry unto him in their distress-feze 
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"Perhaps I do not cry aright. I feel chilled and 
stupid. I can onlj* think of my great pain, and how I 
am to bear it in all the years to come." 

" He will take caro of that, my child, my poor darling." 

And so she soothed her, and persuaded her to lie 
down, sitting beside her, and bathing the aching brow, 
until the plaintive voice no longer murmured. Then, 
kissing the cold hand, she went down to Mark. 

" It was a crazy step," Mark declared, in his man's 
way. " If he wanted her he would have cqpae, and not 
let her stay here, week after week, alone. But I had 
never believed that Mr. Tremaine was the man to for- 
get a wife he had loved, and be won by another woman's 
beauty. Hark ! " 

They both listened to a weak and wandering footstep, 
overhead. Catherine fle^ to Dora's room. 

Like a ghost, she glided up and down, her face as 
white as the night dress she wore — her soft hair falling 
loosely over her shoulders, and her hands clasped. 

^"Oh, Catherine," she said, "pity me a little. I 
think I know how those lost souls feel, who, when life 
is insupportable, take one fearful step and end it." 
{ « Oh, Miss Dora ! Oh, child!" 

" I am so much trouble to every one. Poor mamma 
in her grave — perhaps I am punished for that, too! 
Did I ever make anyone happy, I wonder? Not even 
Ralph, or he would have been more tender. And he 
will love her, and let her smile on him as she did to- 
night, while I am cast out, a wanderer ! " 
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" Hush, child, you break my heart. Lie down again 
and let me talk. Do not fret about the old things. 
God does not remember them against you, but forgives 
fully. And, though it may be a long way out to the 
light, there is a sure path." 

She lapsed into quiet, at length, but lay with wide 
open eyes, tearless, as if they were never to weep again. 
Now and then, a little moan to show that she was alive. 

And Catherine, when talking failed, fell into a low 
chant of some brave old hymns. A touch of the voice 
of girlhood which had been cheerful and sweet, tremu- 
lous now, but still comforting. And so the night 
passed. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



A NIGHT OF SORROW* 



ESqSHORA wad not ill after her unfortunate visit to 
|Kj Woodlea, as Catherine Dawson feared. But 
to have her in bed again, would have proved a 
greater comfort, she thought, since Dora went around 
silently, her face wan and white, her hands like carven 
ivory, and a far look in her eyes, as if she were continu- 
ally searching the inscrutable future. Withal, quiet and 
tearless, as if the hurt had gone too deep for outward 
demonstration. 

Catherine was very tender. You would hardly have 
expected such refinement of pity as this common-place 
woman showed, being mother and servant in one. In 
those desolate days, Dora's heart was strangely drawn 
toward her. The poor child stood so utterly alone. 
Not a friend could she call upon to serve her in this 
emergency. Circumstances had isolated her from all 
others. 

There was the tangled and perplexing future to think 
of. Day and night, one sentence of Ralph Tremaine's k 
rung in her ears. If he knew the truth how would he 
act? Could she take compassion, and pity instead of 
love? 
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The beautifhl face of her rival haunted her. Mrs. 
Merrivour and Jasper Cameron must have some con- 
nection. Their meeting could not have been purely 
accidental. It was so easy to put together, link by 
link. There were moments when she was roused by a 
sense of cruelty, of injustice, for she could not under- 
stand why Ralph should give her up so readily, if there 
were no under current at work in his soul. 

Yet what claim could she assert? Going over her 
past, she found she had been much at fault. The 
secret between them had been like a brooding 
phantom, and kept her from loving him as she might 
have, or from showing her heart in its truest moods. 
When she first discovered her uncle's ommission, she 
should have gone directly to Mr. Tremaine. She well 
remembered what had held her back — anger and in- 
dignation at her dying uncle, that would have found vent 
too freely, and the little, stinging mortification of 
seeming to be a participator in the fraud. 

" It will only make him miserable, and you will rue 
your folly bitterly. I have given you a good husband , and 
loft j-ou a fortune, you might at least let me die in peace. 

So her uncle had said, and she had let him die in 
peace. And now, his worldly wisdom had borne her 
bitter fruit. Mr. Tremaine had said that it was terri- 
ble to be deceived, and when she looked at it in a 
calmer light, she felt that it was no ordinary matter. 
She had laid the foundation for her enemies to work upon. 
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She wondered, now, how she could have gone on so 
smiling and securely. No doubt Mr. Tremaine took 
that as an evidence of her depravity. Yes, the case 
against her was black enough. It would be better for 
her to die, but she felt that life was appointed for her, 
and not the easy shifting aside of responsibility. 

She surprised Catherine, one morning, by bringing her 
sewing down to the kitchen, with an air of interest and 
determination, quite different from her former listless- 
ness. 

44 Catherine," she began, "I want to talk to you." 

44 Well bairn?" The voice was gentle and encour- 
aging. 

4 ' We must make some plans for — the future , I think," 
and the voice faltered a little. 4 4 Is Mark tired of me ? " 

44 No, child ; what put that into your head?" 

44 I do not know — " smiling faintly. " I shall al- 
ways be a trouble." 

" You will never hear him complain, Miss Dora, the 
wife said proudly. He would go through fire and water 
to serve you." 

" You have both been 60 good to me," and Dora's 
eyes filled with tears. "Will you keep me, in spite of 
all the care-r-" 

44 1 said that before, in life or — death, through all." 

4 'I am motherless and friendless, and nowl understand 
that I have no claim upon Mr. Tremaine. I do not 
believe he would be willing to marry me, were I divorce* 
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from Jasper Cameron. It was an awful deception, and 
I could never make him understand how nearly innocent 
I was. I do not understand, now, how I could have 
kept such a secret from him. Henceforward I must 
be isolated from the rest of the world. But I am not 
poor, Catherine, and I am thankful not to add to Mark's 
burthen in this, respect. 1 want to keep you both with 
me, so that not one step of my life can ever be ques- 
tioned, for — for another's sake," and the fair face 
• drooped with a quivering flush. 

"Mark was talking, Miss Dora, about the house. He 
thought, perhaps, you would like something better. You 
have never been used to such plain, homely living." 

" No, Catherine, I do not want to make any change for 
you. We will alter the rooms up stairs a little, and 
when cold weather comes, I should like to have a fire. 
And you will keep me company, and be motherly, while 
£ shall pray for a better and more contented heart. I 
think we shall be quite happy." 

Catherine was glad to hear her say this. They made 
their bargain, though she demurred a little, at what she 
considered Dora's generosity. 

u It is all I can do in return ;" Dora answered, with 
a faint smile. 

4 4 And Jasper Cameron ? " Catherine asked presently. 

44 Not a very ardent lover, is he?" and Dora smiled, 
with something of the old archness. "lam convinced 
that it is not love on his part, if it were, I might pity 
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him a little, but nothing more under any circumstances. 
At first, I was desperately afraid of him, but, now, I am 
beginning to hate him. How could I ever have fancied 
that I loved him?" 

" I wish he would never come again ! " was Catherine's 
vehement rejoinder. 

" After one more interview, I shall refuse to see him. 
He has no right to intrude upon me. If it is necessary 
to invoke the law to protect me, I shall do that." 

There was a sudden, resolute strength in Dora's tone, 
which relieved Catherine wonderfhlly. 

Their rejoicing was premature. That very afternoon, 
Jasper Cameroh presented himself. 

He found Dora in quite a new mood. Entreaties and 
extravagant protestations never weighed much with her, ' 
but now she treated them contemptuously. Threats 
had as little effect. She dared him to do his worst ; he 
would find there was some law for her, as well as him- 
self, some limit to his power. 

For Dora was to be no longer intimidated by this 
assumption and bravado. Who had warned, her in his 
absence ? Pale and delicate as she looked, there seemed 
a giant's strength about her. He could not make her 
cower. Perhaps the loss of all she held most dear had 
rendered her the more courageous for her oWn battle. 

4 i Well," he said, insolently, * ' since you will not listen 
to friendly overtures, I have one thing more to offer. I 
hold your freedom in my hands — once you would have 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



266 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

been willing to buy my silence and absence, at any cost: 
what will you give now?" 

"Nothing!" 

Her calm, incisive tone amazed him, as much as if she 
had given him a keen physical blow* 

He studied her, a moment, with an incredulous air, as 
if he doubted his senses. 

4 i Nothing? And yet yon realize what liberty may 
be to you?" 

" That is just the value I put upon my freedom ; " 
she said clearly, and with superb disdain. " I was wild 
enough, at first, to offer any sum within my reach, but 
now it is too late." 

" Ah, you have seen Mr. Tremaine," he said, angri- 
ly. "You know that his heart is fast becoming 
another's. I understand the secret of this indifference." 

For an instant, only, she turned deathly white, then 
she was herself, again. 

"Your taunt is hardly worth the notice," was her 
scornful rejoinder. 

"It is true, nevertheless. Before many months, Tre- 
maine will be anxious for his freedom. Remember 
that I can assist him materially. But if it were not so, 
I swear that you shall never be his wife, while I am alive." 

She shuddered at the vengeful look in his cruel eyes. 
Well for her that she could brave him. 

"Jasper Cameron," she said, rising, "this is our last 

interview. Under no pretence whatever will I see you 

gain. Do your worst, if you will, it can but cause me 
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temporary discomfort. As for. freedom, love and hap- 
piness, they are bat dead words to me. Be satisfied 
with the misery you have wrought, and go your way. 
What deep-laid plan is at the bottom of it all, I cannot 
tell, but I do know that it was no affection for me." 

She swept proudly out of the room, leaving him 
amazed, but anger and hate returned' in another instant. 

The hall door opened, and Catherine presented her 
tall figure and uncompromising ffece. 

4 'Mr. Cameron," she said — "it is my wish that you 
should never enter this house again. Mrs. Tremaine 
will not see you. Good-day sir," and she made a formal 
courtesy. 

Jasper Cameron glared at her, amazed at the uncere- 
monious dismissal* 

44 You think, with the natural inconsequence of women, 
that you can evade and defy laws and consequences. 
You will find— " 

Did fate always mean to play into this man's hands ? 
As he stepped into the hall, he caught sight of a figure 
opposite, half hidden by a broken bit of fence. He had 
a quick eye, and a good memorj T , and he felt sure it 
must be Ralph Tremaine. 

Catherine Dawson preserved an obstinate silence. 
He stepped out on the door-silL 

" Yes, you will find how really foolish all these pre- 
cautions are," with the airy wave of his hand, and tb~ 
half smile, which was as near as he could come tr 
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smile, in his present rage. "I shall keep to my first 
promise, and not be driven away by any foolish whims. 
By the first of September, if Dora keeps her same mind, 
I shall bid her a final adieu, but I shall not give up 
hope until then. However, you will find me a gentle- 
man in any emergency, and come to think better of me 
than you do now. If there were any hope with Mr. 
Tremaine — but there is not. He is a most implacable 
man, and his handsome cousin espoused his side 
warmly." 

" Will you go?" demanded Mrs. Dawson. 

44 Oh yes, my dear Madam. Adieu, and next time 
we meet, may you be in a more amiable temper." 

He bowed and smiled, as the door shut. If any man 
were watching, he should noj read discomfiture. So he 
stood as if in abstraction, then turned and waved his 
hand to the window, and walked slowly down the street, 
looking back, now and then ; and when he had reached 
the corner, setting himself to watch. 

It was Ralph Tremaine. Some spell that he could 
not resist had lured him thither, this afternoon. If he 
could see Dora by an open window — or, perhaps, she 
might be in the little garden. How poor every thing 
looked in this neighborhood. How could Dora, with 
her refined tastes, endure it! Strange that she should 
choose such a locality. Might not Catherine Dawson 
be in league with Cameron ? 

Then he saw the door open, and the jaunty figure of 
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his enemy roused his pride and indignation. She did 
not come to the door ; but she stood in the hall, doubt- 
less, smiling, for he smiled back. Ah, how false she 
could be ! Had she ever loved him at all? And then 
this man must turn back with a lover-like wave of the 
hand. He had seen enough, surely. 

He did not want to go out to the street again ; so he 
picked his way through vacant lots and entered the 
avenue, where the cunning, watchful eyes saw him. 

"I have spoiled your romance, this time, my brave 
lover," he mused to himself. " What a fool the man 
is I Does he really care for her, I wonder, or has that 
handsome widow bewitched him? If Old Merrivour 
had not so tied up his money, away from any future hus- 
band. That would not suit me at all. But when I get 
a few thousands in hand, I must look up a rich widow, 
who has it all her own way. Then I will settle into a 
staid, respectable member of society. If I can manage 
to keep them apart until September, I have no fear. 
Six weeks longer. I know I could bring Colby to terms, 
on that eventful day, by offering to destroy the papers in 
his sight. As for Dora — " 

Half a dozen plans of revenge and disgrace rushed 
through his mind. But could he injure her by any of 
them? Persecute a young and pretty woman openly, 
and the world espouses her cause, instantly. To make 
a public scandal would be no gain in the end, since 
the result for her might prove an honorable divorce, and 
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a fortune he could not touch. No, the game was not 
worth the candle. He would keep his right to stab her 
in secret, and trust to luck as he had hitherto done. 

Catherine, meanwhile, returned to Dora. 

" I thought the man would never go/' she began with 
a strange heat in her face. " Miss Dora, dear, did it 
ever occur to you that he might be crazy? And if the 
whole thing were — " 

u 0, Catherine, how many times I have prayed that 
it might be a dream," Dora interrupted eagerly. 
" But/' in a cold, sad tone — "there is the fact of my 
having married him. He tells the exact truth about 
that. No, I am afraid he is in his right mind, a smooth- 
tongued villain. But I shall never see him again — 
you will remember that. And when September comes, 
I shall feel as if a great weight were lifted off my 
soul. After all, it is not so long ! " and a strange 
hopefulness lighted up her face. 

" If he will go away then." 

" I think we shall know more about the plots. It is 
not love of me that actuates him. If only Ralph—" 

u O, Miss Dora, do not let your heart go out in that 
way. I am afraid — " 

" Yes, that Cameron and that beautiful woman are 
in league. Could Ralph get a divorce, so soon, and re- 
pudiate me utterly? He denied it, but he might not 
have understood their devices. He is so honest and 
unsuspicious, and he did love her once* What a web 
it all is, Catherine." 
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"There bairn, we Lad best think of other things, 
and six weeks will pass, as you say. "We may see 
clearer, then." 

Dora wiped away a few tears. She had a sanguine 
nature, and, this being the first promise of any turn in 
affairs, she caught at it eagerly. And now she regretted, 
so bitterly, her hasty, angry words, that evening, at 
Woodlea. If she could but see him, again, and learn 
the truth ! 

If she had known, ten minutes ago, that he had so far 
overcome all his scruples, as to haunt this place, in the 
forlorn hope of catching some glimpse of her ! How 
easy to have run out, with a glad cry, to have brought 
him in, and begged him to be merciful. How many just 
such times of explanation people pass bj*, their hearts 
growing harder with the delay. 

It was not the only turn of fate he was destined to 
miss. When he returned to the office, he found a tele- 
gram awaiting him, announcing the death of a friend 
in a neighboring city, and an urgent request for him to 
come, at once. Looking over his time table, he found 
there was a train in an hour. In his present state of 
mind, he was glad of an excuse to absent himself from 
Woodlea. It was only to telegraph, and to leave word 
with his bookkeeper. He would be but poor company 
for his aunt and cousin, to-night. 

Once settled, and whirling comfortably along in the 
train, he began to look seriously at his present life, 
that was rapidly becoming unendurable. No explana- 
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tion had ever been made, save that Mrs. Tremaine had 
gone away on a visit. Yet he fancied that people 
began to look at him with a kind of pity and suspicion. 
He had resolved not to say one word to Dora's preju- 
dice, but matters could not go on this way, forever. 
That Jasper Cameron was a favored guest, he had seen 
with his own eyes. When this truce of two or. three 
-came to an end, Dora would — oh, could it be possible 
that she would go away with her first lover? 

Tremaine gave a great gasp. It would be very bit- 
ter to give her up. No, that was not the point around 
which matters revolved. She gave him up. Could 
Jasper Cameron coerce her in any way? She was with 
her own friend. How strange that she should have 
chosen such an humble one, when there were others in 
the city, who would have opened hospitable doors to 
her. Had she some design in it? 

How tired he was of this endless thinking ! And 
then a refreshing idea crossed his mind. Why not take 
a trip to London and Paris for a few weeks? Some 
one ought to go for the sake of business interests. Yes, 
that was it. Mrs. Lester and Edith should go on with 
the house — he paused for a moment, remembering 
Dora's foolish and unreasonable jealousy. How full of 
fire and spirit she had been, how like the capricious girl 
with her sudden heats and tempers. Somehow, he had 
liked that variety in tier ; it was such a contrast to his 
matter-of-fact ways ; it piqued Mm, made him curious 
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to see what she would do next. But then he had the 
utmost faith in her. He could not dream that she was 
carrying such a black, miserable secret in her soul. 

Yes, he would go abroad, and in the meanwhile the 
case would settle itself. When he returned, he would 
bravely ask his fate, accept whatever of sorrow and 
disappointment there might be in store for him, and 
then go on with his sober, neutral-tinted life. No 
dream of Edith's wondrous beauty, then : he hardly 
thought of her in that moment of anguish. 

He found his friend's wife full of trouble, and penni- 
less, with three little children dependent upon her. 
Years ago, this man, in prosperity, had done him a 
good turn, and, I need not tell } r ou, he was a man to re- 
pay it with interest. Placing a sum to her private ac- 
count, for present needs, he advised her to let the estate 
proceed towards a settlement, immediately. On his 
return he would see how matters stood. 

Just twenty four hours later, he was on his way to 
Woodlea, thinking how.he could best break his sudden 
resolve to Edith. 

An hour before, an incident occurred that had aroused 
Mrs. Merrivour's Curiosity, somewhat. This was the 
call of a gentleman, who seemed annoyed at not finding 
Mr. Tremaine. 

"Did he state when he should return?" was the 
rather sharp question. 
• The house-keeper bridled at the tone. 
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" The telegram came to his aunt, Mrs, Lester, " she 
made answer. " I did not know its contents." 

" I wish to see Mrs. Lester, then. Tell her a stran- 
ger, on important business." 

Mrs. Maybin ushered the gentleman into the library, 
and summoned Mrs. Lester, who made her appearance 
in a flurried and nervous state, and when she found 
herself questioned about Mrs. Tremaine, showed strong 
symptoms of hysterics, and begged in a frightened tone 
that Mrs. Merrivour might be called. 

The stranger was evidently surprised at this vision of 
beauty and stateliness. Mrs. Merrivour was lady-like, 
but cautious. 

"You can trust me, I assure you, my dear Madam," 
he said, impatiently. I know the particulars of this 
unfortunate affair, — more, probably, than Mr. Tremaine 
is aware of. I deepty regret his absence, and it is of 
the utmost importance that I should know where to find 
Mrs. Tremaine, immediately." 

" I cannot inform you," she answered in cool, clear 
tones, which exasperated him. "I think Mr. Tremaine 
has never seen her, since the day on which she left his 
protection. It is a very delicate subject. You are, 
doubtless, aware her first husband is living?" 

"lam aware of everything ; " in a vexed tone. 

"Edith," Mrs. Lester interrupted, roused by some 
sudden chain of recollection, "when Ralph directed 
the cards for her boxes, he blotted one, and left it here 
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on the table. I used it to mark my place in a book 
afterward. The woman's name was Catherine some- 
thing, and she lived up town. Let me see — what was 
I reading?" 

"If you could find it! Will Mr. Tremaine be at 
home this evening? " 

" We cannot be quite sure ; " was the careful state- 
ment. 

Mrs. Lester went to the library and tried to remem- 
ber. She took down several books and shook them by 
the covers, and, at last, began to despair. Of course 
she had taken it out afterwards. How stupid to fancy 
that it might still be there ! O — 

A white square of cardboard floated to the floor. 
The stranger stooped and picked it up. A blotch of 
ink, and this name — 

" Catherine Dawson, 102 East Street." 

"Yes, that is it. She is, or was, staying with this 
woman, an old nurse, I believed 

"Have there been any new developements of the 
case?" asked Mrs. Merrivour. 

" I am not at liberty to state. I wish Tremaine had 
been at home. Tell him-:- no it is best to say nothing 
at present. I am much obliged, and will wish you good 
evening." 

He bowed himself out of the room. Mrs. Merrivour 
lingered, until she heard the hall door shut. 

" J am not quite sure that it was right. I should be 
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sorry to bring any deeper trouble upon the poor thing,' 9 
she said, with great apparent solicitude, * ' I think we 
had better wait a few days, before mentioning it." 
The hint was not lost upon Mrs. Lester. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



A NEW CLAIMANT. 




JHAT day had been an eventful one for others 
besides Dora Tremaine. Leonard Colby had 
entered his office in the morning, with a brisk 
step, considering that the day was July, and very warm. 
He had a satisfied air, somewhat removed from his 
late careworn expression. In truth, he was feeling 
quite at ease. He had been spending a week with his 
family, at their summer resort, enjoying their happiness. 
Isabel was full of blushes and little mysteries ; Arthur, 
the most devoted of lovers — and the wedding day was 
already appointed, for the third of September. 

If it could have been a week earlier. But one could 
hardly ask a young lover to hasten his marriage, for 
some unexplained whim. So he had resolved to keep 
the business a secret until this had gone off pleasantly 
and prosperously. They were to be married quietly, at 
noon, and sail on the Steamer of that date, at three. 

'^We shall take every one by surprise," Isabel said 
gaily. Mamma would a little rather have a grand wed- 
ding, but you do not mind, do you ? " 
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. " I like this a great deal better," he had answered. 

He had quite made up his mind as to the course he 
meant to pursue. He would compel Jasper Cameron 
to leave the country, and Mrs. Tremaine would be 
freed from persecution. He would interest himself in 
her behalf, and see that the matter was amicably settled , 
between her and her husband. He would be saved, to 
be sure. No doubt Mrs. Tremaine would do as well 
by him, but she could prove nothing. Cameron had 
the important papers. 

So he felt quite at ease, especially as, on looking 
over his papers, he found nothing from Cameron. 
When he had finished every thing, he turned to his 
clerk, and asked cheerily — 

Anything of note happened?" 

"No. Dull, tremendously dull, but it is lucky, with 
such weather ;" and the poor fellow sighed, with a cov- 
etous thought of Lake George. 

Oh, there was a young man here yesterday, who 
wished very much to see you. Coming to day at 
twelve" he explained, as an after thought. 

"What sort of a person?" 

"Bather foreign looking, I thought, apd with a tri- 
fling accent," 

"Business I suppose?" and Colby was much relieved 
at the word, foreign. He would distrust every new 
comer, until this business was settled. 

" Very urgent," the clerk made answer. 
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" Did he leave any name?" 

"No. He took out a card, at first, then seemed to 
reconsider. I saw a name on his memoranda book. 
W — something — I have forgotten, after all." 

The lawyer's face gloomed over at this.. There was 
WaMngham, for instance. Suppose the scapegrace son 
had married again? Giles Walsingham had made no 
provision for that. 

44 What kind of person in appearance?" 

Tail, and good looking, with a rather fair beard, but 
dark eyes. I thought it odd." 

Colby glanced up at the clock. Just eleven now. 
The old apprehensive feeling began to haunt him again. 
It looked a long way to September. If that fatal date 
were well over ! 

Punctually at twelve the stranger made his appear- 
ance. A fine, fresh looking fellow, of twenty-three or 
four, with an unmistakable, foreign air, grafted upon 
American birth. 

"Mr. Colby?" and he bowed with the grace of a 
prince. 

44 Yes. At your service. You were here yesterday, 
I believe?" 

" I was," with a polite inclination of the head. 

" Is your business confidential?" the lawyer asked,, 
in a rather consequential manner. .aim- 

4 '. I prefer seeing you alone — certainly." 

With that Mr. Colby took him into the pr/ this morn- 
and begged him to be seated. 
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There was a carious energy and earnestness about 
the young man, in spite of the very marked grace and 
ease. He began at once — 

" In the year 18 , 3-ou had a client, Giles Wal- 

singham, by name ? " 

Colby was stunned by the suddenness of this asser- 
tion. He turned pale, then red, and passed his hand 
over his moist brow. Had Cameron outwitted him, or 
sold the secret? 

44 The copy of the will, that I have seen, names you 
as sole trustee — Mr. Leonard Colby — am I not right? 
You were Mr. Walsingham's friend and legal adviser." 

* ' How does this concern you ? " he retorted, brusquely. 

"You will hear. The time for claiming it, has 
not yet expired, I believe." 

44 It has not," Colby replied, repressing a groan. 

"Then it is ours," the young man exclaimed J03*- 
ously. u Iam Giles Walsingham's grandson." 

44 There is a good deal to be proven, first," said Colby, 
determined to make & brave stand. 

44 Which my mother can easily do ; " was the quiet 
answer. " She is here in the* city. A gentleman, 
somewhat acquainted with you, has our case in hand. 
We applied to him, before we knew of your being 
trustee, or in any sense a legatee. 'When you hear 
at Mother's story you can no longer doubt. She 
comer, Uideed, that j-ou might recognize her," and the 

44 Very utganced up inquiringly. 
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Colby began to pace the floor, in the utmost dismay. 
Hope went oat of his soul, surely, at that instant. If 
Mrs. Waisingham were here — 

"Yes," he said hoarsely. " I have seen her. How 
long have yott been in the country?" and he gave him 
a sharp, nervous glance. 

" My mother went abroad nineteen years ago, and 
we came back the first of this month." 

" Do you know whether } t ou ever had a sister?" If 
every thing else were lost, he might earn the eternal 
gratitude of these people, by giving them back a daughter 
and sister. 

" I did have, but she is dead. A Mend of my 
mother's adopted her. She only lived a few years." 

" You can prove this, too ? " 

"Certainly." 

Colby ground his teeth. Jasper Cameron would have 
outwitted him, then ! All along, he had mistrusted some 
trickery, but he had not absolutely dared to defy the 
claim. If this man could bring positive proofs ! He 
had doubted, somewhat, the truth of Mrs. Walsingham's 
giving one child away to a stranger, when she had re- 
fused the other to his grandfather, to be brought up as 
his heir. 

"Pardon me, if I appear suspicious," he said, with an 
air of blandness. "There has already been one claim- 
ant for the fortune." 

"My mother desired to accompany me, this morn- ' 
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ing," said young Walsinghom. " Perhaps it would be 
better to bring her, and have all troublesome proofs of 
identity settled at once. Shall we say, at two? " 

" If you like— yes." 

Walsingham turned, with a pitying glance. 

44 All this comes hard upon you, Mr. Colby, I know," 
he said kindly. ' ' But you will find us disposed to deal 
very fairly." 

Colby waved his hand. He must be rid of him for a 
brief while, or he would go crazy. 

As the light footstep died away, the lawyer glanced 
around in helpless, unreasoning despair. He did not 
doubt the identity of these people, as he had, somehow, 
that of Dora Tremaine — and the terrible phantom of 
ruin stared him in the face. Nothing that he could 
place his hands upon and fly at once— what a fool he 
had been, all these weeks ! Why not have taken some 
precaution at the first, alarm? He glanced up and 
down the street, as if some unseen enemy lay in wait, 
he opened and shut the private drawer, with a nervous 
jerk, he paced the room in frantic haste, for both clerks 
had gone to lunch. Could nothing be done? 

Two o'clock came, and with it the party. He knew 
Eastman for a keen, shrewd, but upright man, and if 
he had taken up the case, Colby was not left even a 
shadow. And there was Mrs. Walsingham. If he had 
resolved to deny it, he could not have done so. The 
man was not meant for a regular scoundrel. A small 
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villainy, not patent to the eyes of the world, he would 
scarcely scruple over, but a stern, face-to-face necessity 
made him honest, not from principle, but simply lack 
of courage and bravado, By to-morrow, it would be 
the town talk. 

"I think I have met you before, Mr. Colby," the 
lady said, in a soft, clear voice. 

44 1 believe — "he began, in a confused manner, rub- 
bing his forehead vacantly, and making a long pause. 

44 You may remember an incident, at old Mr. Wal- 
singham's — the day I was summoned to hear his pro- 
posal for adopting my son ? " 

44 Yes," 

The admission was wrested from unwilling lips, 
and with it, vanished his last chance. 

44 1 told Mrs. Walsingham that she would find you 
an honorable man," said Eastman, evidently relieved 
at the amicable turn affairs had taken. " Though it is 
hard, we must all confess, to give up a fortune that 
has appeared one's own, for years." 

44 Mr. Colby shall not be hard pressed," said the lady 
earnestly. 44 But I felt — for my son's sake — and, 
moreover, much of my life, I have worked for my hus- 
band's maintenance." 

Colby glanced at her again. A small, slight woman, 
simply pretty, past forty, but looking nearer thirty, 
with delicate features, a child's complexion, and wavy, 
light hair, that had once glittered with a fine bronze 
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tint. She had changed very little, since the day he had 
met her at Mr. Walsingham's, save to grow older. 

"Can you prove your husband's death?" he asked, 
abruptly. 

" Yes. He had come back, and was living with us. 
It was nine years ago. Stacy, my son, cared for him. 
The illness was long and painful." 

It did not seem an event, pleasant for either mother 
or son to remember. The young man flushed, and set 
his lips together. 

"We may as well take an informal glance at the 
business details;" Mr. Eastman explained. "Mrs. 
Walsingham must prove her marriage, her son's birth — 
her identity you have already admitted." 

Colby listened, as if it were some other person's 
interest at stake, his brain confused and stupid. But 
there were the papers. The husband and father had 
died at a small Swiss village. 

" You have kept the evidence in a very business-like 
manner," was the rather unwilling compliment. " To 
contest it would be folly. But it will take, me some 
time to get matters in readiness. I have considered the 
fortune as mine, so long that — " 

"You shall have all the time you wish, Mr. Colby. 
Indeed, there need be no haste, whatever, and you shall 
be well paid for all your trouble. " 

"In a few days, I will have the accounts ready for 
your . inspection. " 
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<f You had better leave your address with Mr. Colby," 
suggested Mr. Eastman. 

At last, the lawyer bowed them out, and sat down 
alone, a ruined, but.honest man. A great load had 
been lifted off his shoulders. He told himself, with a 
sickly smile, that he had no intention of doing wrong, 
in the first place, and had only made a partial compro- 
mise, to keep Jasper Cameron from wronging his wife, 
who, after all, was as much of an imposter as he. This 
claim had been skillfully put together, but it had surely 
come to grief now. 

Disastrous as the conclusion proved, Mr. Colby felt 
inclined to extract some comfort from it, exalting him- 
self as a kind of hero. He had toiled, sought out the 
best investments, kept the trust scrupulously, that his 
dead friend had reposed in him. He was an honest, 
ill-used man, a high principled, unfortunate fellow, who 
had spent the best years of his life in laboring for others ; 
and now, in his old age, he was to have poverty as his 
sole reward. 

The years of ease and luxury, he did not take into 
account. .The lucky speculations were nothing, now, as 
the surplus money had long since been spent. There 
was only one bright gleam, he could stave off matters 
until Isabel was married. 

Yet his face was haggard, and his steps trembling, as 
he left the office. The others had already gone. As 
he stood there, a slight tap at the door startled him, the 
knob ww tried, and in walked Jasper Cameron, 
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Colby glared at him. The handsome, insolent face 
roused the remnant of anger and passion left in him. 
He said in a bitter, cutting tone — 

"Aha! my fine fellow, your rascality has come to 
grief. Your trumped up story and forged evidence 
will bring you no reward. Mrs; Walsingham and her 
son have returned from Europe. You will have them 
to satisfy." 

Jasper Cameron was staggered for a moment. He 
glanced at his adversary, to see if he were drunk, or had 
made a venture in lying. 

" Yes, your hand is played out." 

He was on his feet again, with his wits, that had 
often stood him in good stead, quite collected, for a 
new move. 

44 And they bring out the trump ! Will you tell me . 
where these new claimants are staying? I may like to 
satisfy myself, before I give up altogether." 

Colby fell into the trap. If Cameron had a shadow 
of a claim on his wife's behalf, he would not take it so 
coolly. Lucky for him that he had gone on no farther 
with the scheming villain. 

" No, I will not tell you ; " he almost shouted. 44 Be- 
gone from my presence instantly." 

"Do not let your misfortunes overwhelm you, Mr. 
Colby ; " was the insolent retort, as Cameron turned on 
his heel. 

44 Colby goes to the wall," he said, with a sardonic 
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smile, when on^e in the street. " My chance does not 
look quite so brilliant, but there is all this pretty ro- 
mance about a mother's love, that one can use for a new 
capital. What would the Walsinghams give for proof 
of Dora's existence, and what would they pay to be 
quit of me altogether, I wonder? Aunt Mildred, your 
fine plans were not altogether perfect. You will have 
to stick to the old ladies' boarding house a little while 
longer. If I could but beguile Madame Dora into — 
but I could not endure her when the piquancy was worn 
off. Still, the money is to be divided among the chil- 
dren. I must strike immediately. I had better find 
these Walsinghams, to night. It is a big bore to search 
hotel records, but it must be done." 

Jasper Cameron was as expert as any detective. 
Indeed, he had more than once assumed that character. 

By ten o'clock, that evening, he had found them. 
The interview must be left for to-morrow, but he resolved 
to be first in the field. 

Fortune favored him. Mrs. Walsingham was in, 
when he called, and, expecting no one but Mr. Eastman, 
she requested that the visitor might be shown up to her 
sitting room. To her surprise, she confronted an utter 
stranger. 

Jasper Cameron introduced himself, and began his 
story in an impressive manner. The little girl that she 
had left with Mrs. Denver — her daughter whom she 
supposed dead — 
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" But she t« dead/' cried Mrs. Walsingham. " Mrs. 
Denver would not have so deceived me." 

44 She is no* dead. I have in my possession Mrs. 
Denver's dying confession. Dora Walsingham, as she 
really was, became my wife by a private marriage, I 
supposing her to be Mrs. Denver's daughter ; " and 
Jasper Cameron lingered tenderly over the sweet and 
guileless Dora of that period, and his boyish adoration 
of her, the anger of her foster-mother, and her resolve 
of parting the young couple, and his own heroic sacri- 
fice, in going away at this period. 

"But where is she?" demanded Mrs. Walsingham. 
" Fly — bring her to me, this moment. My child ! My 
daughter ! 0, are you sure ? " 

u The saddest part is yet to come, and I must beg 
your attention. My aunt had been sole attendant of 
Dora's supposed mother, through her illness, and at her 
death she confided to her care, these important papers 
concerning the child's birth. Mrs. Denver, fearing 
that the child might be recalled, and idolizing it herself, 
had written to you, stating that it was dead. I was 
absent for years, indeed, supposed to be lost, and was 
cast away. For a long while, I could hear nothing of 
those at home, and, at last, resolved to return. I found 
my aunt, who placed these papers in my hand, and, 
after some search, I found that Dora, my wife, was heir- 
ess to a fortune. I had consulted with — a legal friend 
— " and Jasper paused. 
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"But your wife— Dora? Your aunt took charge of 
her? Where is she?" 

"Alas!" Jasper Cameron leaned his face on his 
hand. " How can I tell you the rest of this sad story ! 
Unfortunately Mrs. Denver's brother came and took 
her away, and she, supposing me dead, married again." 

Mrs. Walsingham drew her breath hard. 

The rest of Jasper Cameron's task was not easy, but 
he managed to picture his grief and disappointment, at 
not being able to find his way to the heart of the wife 
he had loved so tenderly, through years of absence, the 
coldness and anger of her present husband, and he deli- 
cately hinted that, for a sufficient compensation, he 
would retire from the scene, give up his proofs, restore 
the daughter to her mother's arms, and not stand in the 
way of any future reconciliation between Dora and her 
second husband. 

Mrs. Walsingham was more penetrating, than her baby 
face led Jasper Cameron to suppose. What she had 
suffered from a rash, unfortunate marriage heaven only 
knew. Before Giles Walsingham had grown brutal 
and bloated, he used to come to her with tales of maud- 
lin love, his handsome, treacherous face softening with 
every emotion, as did this one before her. 

Her heart had given a great and sudden bound, at 

these almost incredible tidings of her lost child. She 

felt like seizing Cameron's arm and bidding him lead 

her thither, at once. But when he spoke of a reward — 

19 
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it called to mind the one who would beg and plead for 
her last dollar, nay, steal it even, and leave her to starve. 

4 * It is a strange story, " she said. " I have been ac- 
customed to thinking my daughter dead, for so long, that 
lean hardly realize it. And your griefs are so— pathetic." 

There was the grace of a Frenchwoman in the turn of 
her sentence. 

"Can I not arrange for you to see your daughter? 
She is, as it were, under my protection." 

"At your Aunt's?" 

" No, with a friend." 

' ' Will you see my son ? " she began eagerly. ' ' Could 
you come again "-this evening? He is so engrossed 
with various matters." 

Jasper Cameron had a suspicious feeling that she 
distrusted him, or did not thoroughly believe his story. 

If I can see you and your son alone, this evening, I 
will come and bring my proofs. If I fail to convince 
you, we can then call in an arbiter." 

"That is very fair, Mr. Cameron. Yes, we will 
consider it an engagement." 

Something in her eyes said he was dismissed, and he 
bowed himself out respectfully. 

" If they do not choose to pay, I will make a hard 
fight. To keep Dora from scandal, I think they will 
come to terms. What the deuce sent them along at this 
juncture? Jasper, my fine fellow, it seems to be the 
devil's own luck, just now, and no * primrose way,' either." 
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LINKING THE CHAIN TOGETHER. 

HRS. WALSINGHAM stood where Jasper Cam- 
eron had left her, like one in a dream. How 
much could she believe ? Was it her child ? 

She went briefly over the old life in a kind of men- 
tal retrospect. An orphan at fifteen, of a mixed French 
and English birth, and connected with the stage ; her 
only friend, a rigid old Frenchwoman. Here she met 
Walsingham, dissolute, unprincipled, but a handsome 
hero in her eyes, because he loved her, and love was a 
luxury. 

She had kept herself from all grosser contact, bj* the 
force of innate purity and nobility, and perfect inno- 
cence, that held evil at bay like a strong armor. How 
young Walsingham was won to marry her, it would be 
difficult to tell, but he did make her a legal and honor- 
able wife. 

I am not sure but it might have been a fresh starting 
point for him, had his father given the young wife a 
home welcome, and joined hands with her for his son's 
redemption. Instead, he was incensed to the utmost. 
That the Walsingham blood should be contaminated 1 
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marriage with a stage dancer, and his grandchildren, if 
there were any, have this stain upon their birth ! If 
his son had betraj r ed this poor girl, and left her to 

shame and misery, it would have been as nothing in his 

» 

father's eyes. All his vices were virtues, compared to 
this marriage. He sought out Eleanor, and denounced 
her bitterly, and swore that he would use every effort 
to break the bond. The son was rather amused at this, 
and still infatuated with the object of his choice. 

But Eleanor's dreams of love and home were soon to 
vanish. She found that she must not only continue to 
support herself, but share her earnings with her hus- 
band. She was the slave and he the tyrant, often 
coarse and brutal, and amid such scenes her little boy 
was born. 

There was a second or third rate actor, whose wife 
befriended her, and, but for this, Eleanor must often 
have suffered. As it was, she dragged throqgh her 
miserable life, three years, when endurance seemed no 
longer possible. She shuddered, even now, as a remem- 
brance of these events rushed over her. She fled from 
her husband, but a few months afterward he discovered 
her, arid begged, with pathetic penitence, that she would 
love and trust him once more. 

She loved her little boy passionately. Old Mr. Wal- 
singham was quite desirous to gain possession of the 
child, and offered the son a certain sum of money, 
paying part of it down. Handsome Giles told his 
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wife of the offer, and laughed over his father's credulity, 
but it struck a quick chill of apprehension to her heart. 
The mother's soul revolted at thus being robbed. Then 
her husband left the country, in the train of a young 
actress, who had been beguiled by his fascination, and 
Eleanor dared to breathe freely. 

Old Mr. Walsingham, fast growing miserly, cursed 
his son and disinherited him. Sometime afterward, he 
proposed to educate his grandson ; and for this purpose, 
Eleanor was called to the house of her father-in-law. 

Mr. Walsingham demanded that Eleanor should re- 
linquish the boy, altogether, sign papers to the effect 
that she would never visit him ; .never, inform him who 
his mother was, and leave him entirely to the care of 
his grandfather, to be made his heir eventually. There 
was something regal in Eleanor's scorn of this offer. 

She dared to tell the truth unflinchingly. In the face 
of trial and difficulty, she had kept her own life pure, 
but her husband had not paused before any wrong, or 
crime, even brutality, to her. And, in that instant, she 
felt far above the Walsinghams, with all their money ; 
so she rejected the proposal with the utmost indignation. 

She found, a few days after, that her child was hardly 
safe. In an unguarded moment, he might be stolen 
from her, and she clung to him, as something better 
than life. Her kind neighbor, Mrs. Denver, had taken 
the little girl, from its birth, having lost her own. 

At this juncture, fate seemed to open a new path for 
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Mrs. Walsingham. She received an offer to go abroad, 
at a liberal salary, and with an entirely new company, 
which she accepted at once. 

Mrs. Denver implored her to leave the baby in her 
charge ; and Eleanor felt that it would be a great relief. 
In a few years, she would doubtless return, and could 
claim her child again. Another incident seemed to 
make this more feasible. Mr. Denver, being injured 
by a fall, survived but a few days, and thus, doubly 
bereaved, the poor woman was more urgent than be- 
fore. 

The matter was settled by her removing to a country 
town, and establishing herself at dress-making. Mrs. 
Walsingham bound her by the most solemn of promises, 
never to reveal the true parentage of the child, but to 
consider it her very own, and deliver it into no person's 
hands but hers — so fearful was she that Mr. Walsing- 
ham might gain possession of it. No wonder, she 
shrank from, the influences and dangers, which had 
ruined her husband. She was to provide for the child's 
maintenance — but all letters were to be addressed to 
her, under an assumed name. 

It was not from heartlessness, or even indifference, 
that she thus relinquished her little daughter. She 
honestty believed that she had chosen the wisest course, 
for «he supposed Mrs. Denver to be a thoroughly good 
and generous-hearted woman. And it was with a feel- 
ing of peace and security, that she left her. 
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Abroad, Mrs. Walsingham succeeded well in her art. 
Her child became her . idol. She watched him with 
jealous care and fondness, hardly daring to trust the 
grave, middle-aged nurse and maid, with so precious a 
thing. And so, the years passed by, the boy in nowise 
disappointing his mother. 

In the meanwhile, another change came to Mrs. Den- 
ver. The life lease of a cottage, in a neighboring town, 
and a trifling annuity had been left her by some of her 
husband's relatives. Here, having nothing urgent with 
which to employ her mind, she became a religious devo- 
tee. Twice a year, she and Mrs. Walsingham ex- 
changed letters. 

There was some mystery about the woman, whom the 
world of amusement knew as "La Sylphide." A 
graceful, winsome creature, a perfect fairy, enchanting 
all in her brief hours upon the stage — but, iu what 
sphere her private life was passed, no one knew. She 
rose like a star, first in one city, then in another, and 
disappeared as suddenly. Seen. in those gauzy robes, 
she was a vision of beauty, her waves of' light hair en- 
veloping her fair, childish face like a cloud. 

Her husband found her out, at length. During a 
brief holiday that she was spending with her boy, some 
evil genius led him thither, a poor, miserable, wornout 
wreck of what had once been manly beauty. She had 
meant to keep all this vile history from her child — but 
now it came out, and the brave boy, Stacy, learned, 
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betides this, the continual danger and gossip to which 
his mother was exposed. 

At this period, the tidings of her daughter's death 
reached her. She had taught Stacy to love this absent 
sister, and the dream of her life had been to return, 
when she had amassed a competency, and have a home 
for them both. 

But now, La Sylphide disappeared from the stage 
forever. A year she had spent in nursing her husband, 
who died, at length, in a fit of maudlin repentance, be- 
seeching Stacy to visit his poor, old grandfather, and 
comfort his declining years. But Mrs. Walsingham 
shrank in dread from her bitter enemy. 

Stacy finished his education, developing into an 
honorable manhood. There was something chivalrous 
in his devotion to his mother, and, I think, she had 
proved herself worthy of it, though circumstances had 
compelled her to walk in many strange paths. We 
judge each, other with such clear, righteous eyes, that 
the least flaw seems a fatal blot. 

They had lingered abroad, living in quiet, inexpen- 
sive places, and enjoying much delight in each other's 
society. Looking at Mrs. Walsingham, }*ou would 
hardly dream of what she had suffered and endured. 
It had not made her old or careworn. There were 
certain ineffaceable marks on her heart, but her face 
had a fair, fresh suggestion of girlhood. Stacy rever- 
enced her for the grand, yet simple heroism that could 
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forget, outwardly, at least, and be happy again. How 
much there was, he never knew. 

Accident had introduced them to Mr. Eastman, on 
their arrival in the city, and to him they had applied 
for some knowledge of Mr. Walsingham. 

To their great surprise, they found the old man had 
repented and forgiven his son, and there was a fortune 
awaiting them. 

But she shrank from any step. The old man's wealth 
had been a curse to his son, and some evil fate might 
follow it. 

"It has been purified by these years of waiting," 
Stacy said, with a smile. " And, since my grandfather 
relented, on his death, why should we not accept the 
gift? I am not afraid." 

" It is to you, alone. I have no part nor lot in the 
matter;" was her reply. 

"As if our lives would not always be one, my mo- 
ther ! Can I ever forget your years of toil and love ? ' 

Mr. Eastman had advised Stacy's visit to Colby. He 
had gone to the office of the former, this very morning. 
She must find him, and tell them this new phase in their 
history, take counsel as to what had better be done. 

She tried to rouse herself from the vision of the past, 
but she seemed like one in a dream. Mechanically, she 
put on her bonnet and gloves, and gave her order for a 
carriage. Could it be true ! she kept asking herself, — 
hardly daring to believe. 
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Stacy was still with the lawyer. When she began 
with her errand, her excitement increased so rapidly, 
that she could hardly make them understand her story. 
Eastman looked.at Mrs. Walsingham with some incredu- 
lity. 

"I was miserably poor, then, you see, and could not 
take 60th children ; then this Mrs. Denver begged so to 
keep her. But why she should have sent me news of 
her death, I cannot imagine." 

" We had better see Colby, I think ; " said Eastman. 

"I remember, now, that Colby said there had been 
another claimant for the fortune ; " Stacy Walsingham 
rejoined. « ' What if it were she ? " 

u Let us go — immediately," Mrs. Walsingham said, 
laying her hand on her son's arm. " Every moment is 
an age to me." 

Eastman smiled at this touch of foreign eagerness 
and vivacity, yet he well understood how deeply in 
earnest she was. Every feature, every pulse had been 
roused, as by an electric shock. 

The walk to Mr. Colby's office was short. They 
were fortunate enough to find him in, and for a few 
moments, he was bewildered by the hurried questions. 

Each hour, his resentment against Jasper Cameron 
had grown more bitter. He took a vindictive delight 
in thinking that, if he were ruined, his enemy was by no 
means victor. 

"The smooth-tongued, infamous liar !" he exclaimed 
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fiercely. He brought this tramped up story to me, and 
worked upon my sympathies for the woman he claims 
as a wife, but I believe it a plausible lie, from begin- 
ning to end." 

" And my child ! Do not tell me I have no child ! " 
entreated Mrs. Walsingham. 

" Your child ! This Dora Tremaine, do you mean ?" 

" He called her Dora. Oh, do you know where she 
is? If I could but see her. I think I could tell." 

"Not the wifeof Ralph Tremaine?" Eastman asked, 
in his turn, astonished. 

"Yes." 

And then, Leonard Colby gasped for breath. Could 
he relate the incidents without compromising himself 
too much ? make his side fair, while Cameron's was the 
blacker by contrast ? 

He resolved to try. Beginning with Cameron's first 
visit, and his own efforts to see Mrs. Tremaine, which 
had been so suddenly frustrated, he left no incident 
untouched, which could serve to set himself in the best 
possible light. He did not scruple to mention Came- 
ron's villainous scheme that they should share the fortune 
between them. 

"What were these papers?" Eastman asked. "Are 
you sure they were not fraudulent? " 

" I am sure of nothing that he has managed," was the 
testy answer. "They purported to be an affidavit of 
Mrs. Walsingham's, in which she owned this Dora as 
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her child, a record of its birth, and a copy of a marriage 
certificate. Next, a solemn promise from Mrs. Denver, 
in which she bound herself not to reveal the child's 
indentity without permission, even to Dora herself. 
She had written a long letter on her death bed for Mrs. 
Walsingham, in which she elated the circumstances of 
the marrfage, and her belief that Cameron fancied that 
Dora was an heiress. Fearing him to be some emis- 
sary of Giles Walsingham's, she confessed to having 
led him wildly astray." 

'.' Scheming, even then, for the fortune," said Eastman, 
with a smile. 

"But why did she not send the letter?" asked Mrs. 
Walsingham. ' 

" There was another, to a Gilbert Vcrner, detailing the 
story at length, and imploring him to see that Dora 
was sent to her mother. Cameron, it seems, had left 
the country, a day or two before this. Mr. Verner, 
who, it seems, was this woman's brother, was to take 
charge of Dora, meanwhile." 

"I remember, now, that Tremaine married a Miss 
Verner- and had a small fortune with her. How could 
Cameron have come in posession of these papers? " 

"They were what his aunt kept," explained Mrs. 
Walsingham. 

"He brought the Aunt here, a queer old woman, 
who seemed to tell just the kind of story he wished her 
to. She declared that, although Mrs. Denver had been 
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very angry at first,' Dora's entreaties had softened her, 
and she had left the papers in Mrs. Cameron's charge." 

" It is my opinion they were stolen," said Eastman, 
bluntly, " Then j*ou have never seen Mrs. Tremaine ? " 

"No, How she fell into Cameron's hands, I cannot 
imagine, unless — " 

"You do not mean to say that he has persuaded 
her — " 

Colby could have torn his hair or gnashed his teeth, 
but that the rules of good-breeding as well as caution 
forbade it. But, to be able to restore Mrs. Tremaine to 
her friends — what irony of fate was this, that he should 
first have espoused the losing side ! 

"He has promised to bring her here, but delayed 
upon one pretext and another. I should have insisted 
upon it, as soon as I had resolved to act in the matter. 
But I might have taken more pains, only — the story 
sounded so improbable to me, well authenticated, as it 
appeared to be." 

"And she is in that villain's hands!" interrupted 
Mrs. Walsingham, with a shiver. 

"What has Mr. Tremaine done in the meanwhile?" 
asked Mr. Eastman, anxiousty. 

" Nothing that I can hear. He is a peculiar kind of 
man, and would hate to be mixed up in a scandal." 

" You suppose he knows the truth?" 

Colby considered. " Cameron declares that the lady 
is hesitating, and insinuates that she is much more likely 
to take him, in the end." 
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" I will not believe" it ! " said Mrs. Walsingham, in- 
dignantly. 

"But Tremaine must know where she is. There is 
a look about the affair, that I do not like, and I shall 
fathom it to the bottom. But if she should have a 
lingering regard for this scoundrel ! " 

"My sweet, suffering child ! Who will find her. Oh, 
that I had never given her up ! " 

" Mother dear, we will make amends for all that," 
said her son, fondly. " Did you not say that Cameron 
was coming this evening ? " 

"Yes. If we can compel him to tell?" and she 
looked up uncertainly. 

"I think I had better see Tremaine," said Mr. 
Eastman. 

It was noon, then, and the little party dispersed until 
evening. Eastman found himself unexpectedly busy, 
and when he called at Tremaine's store, learned that it 
it was quite possible he might go directly to Woodlea, 
if he should be a little late. 

So to Woodlea went Mr. Eastman, with what success 
the reader already knows \ It puzzled him, not a little, 
to think such an event could have occurred in their 
very midst, as tins episode of Mr. Tremaine's wife, and 
led to no gossip. He had met Tremaine several times, 
within the past month, though, now, he remembered that 
he had a rather careworn look. To get at the truth, 
with as little delay as possible, was his business f 
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Then he bethought himself of the evening and 
Cameron's promised visit. He could be better em- 
ployed elsewhere, and Mrs. Walsingham's extreme in- 
terest might work all parties harm. So he telegraphed 
to her not to see Cameron, until after he had been, 
rather to go out, for awhile, in the evening. He would 
explain when he saw her. 

44 Now for Catherine Dawson, and the link she may 
be able to add ; " he thought, and, then — if this Dora 
Tremaine, or Cameron were really worth the fortune and 
the love awaiting her ! 

He had some difficulty in finding the place, and Mark 
Dawson was on guard. He eyed Mr. Eastman in a 
suspicious manner, but was4inally persuaded into sum- 
moning his wife. 
. Catherine seemed sharper still, than her husband. 

44 1 want to know if Mrs. Tremaine is, at present, re- 
siding or staying here?" he asked, in a quiet tone, 
though he was somewhat vexed with the woman's air of 
caution. 

"Whatright have you to be questioning?*' he de- 
manded, brusquely. 

44 If }'ou are Mrs. Tremaine's sincere friend, you may 
believe in me fully. I came altogether in her behalf. 
I know nearly all her history. Jasper Cameron, her 
former husband, has had it in his power to work her 
much difficulty and suffering. I cannot believe that she 
loves him, and it is to thwart his schemes, that I ha~ 
come." 
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"Q, from Mr. Tremaine— ? " 

."No, from a dearer friend, still, mayhap. If I could 
but see her." 

Catherine was unbelieving, again. 

"Mrs. Tremaine is an invalid," she replied stiffly. 
u I will give her any message you may choose to leave, 
but she cannot be disturbed." 

Had the face been less steadfast and true, the lawyer's 
patience would have been sorely tried. 

" Then you must assist me," he continued. u First, 
I want to know if Dora Verner, as she was called, was, 
in reality, Mr. Verner's niece ; or was she given to Mrs. 
Denver by her own mother? " 

"She always believed herself Mrs. Denver's daugh- 
ter ; " said Catherine, astonished. 

" And does she really love Mr. Cameron?" 

"Love him? She hates the sight of him ! Oh sir — " 

"Has Mr. Tremaine been here? Does he know?" 

"He knows, I am quite sure. She wrote to him. 
And she saw him once, but it was not here." 

"It is an awkward position, certainly. Do you not 
think you can persuade her to see me? She can have 
no firmer friend than I shall prove. An interview with 
her is important." 

Catherine went, rather unwillingly, and yet she waji 
beginning to have a certain confidence in the man. 

"No," Dora said, in reply, " I cannot see him. Tell 
him anything he desires to know, Catherine, but it 
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would half kill me to be questioned. There, go back 
to him and excuse me. I cannot gratify any one's 
curiosity." 

Mr. Eastman was a good deal disconcerted, but he 
addressed himself to Mrs. Dawson in a business-like 
manner, and learned from her the particulars of Dora's 
marriage to Cameron, and the miserable secret, it had 
been to her. There was a link between, that Jasper 
Cameron could best supply, doubtless, with his stolen 
papers, but, that she was truly Mrs. Walsingham's child, 
hardly admitted of dispute. 

u And, now, in return for your confidence, I will ex- 
plain my mystery," Eastman said, with a smile. " Mrs. 
Tremaine has both friends and fortune awaiting her. 
It is one of the queer romances we lawyer's occasionally 
unravel. She was not Mrs. Denver's child, and her 
own mother has returned from Europe. And, as I men- 
tioned before, she is heiress to a considerable fortune." 

" It was that, that Jasper Cameron wanted ! I knew, 
and so did she, poor darling, that it was not love ; " said 
Catherine, her face full of amazement. 

" You are quite sure she does not care for him ? For, 
by his own showing, he is a villain." 

" And you can get her free? " was the eager inquiry. 

" At her desire, easily." 

"Then, the Lord be praised !" she ejaculated, clasp- 
ing her hands. 

" On the whole," said the visitor, " it may be as well 
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that I did not see her, to-night. Her mother and brother 1 
had better come, to-morrow, for Mrs. Walsingham is 
wild to meet her daughter. It may be necessary for 
her to have some preparation, and I leave this all in 
your hands. To-morrow, at ten, shall we say?" 

44 I cannot believe it. Oh, sir, you would not deceive 
us?" and Catherine's voice trembled with emotion. 

"You may trust me, implicit^. Thanks for your 
attention, and also your caution, although it was used 
against me," and he smiled. " But I am glad' to leave 
her in «uch faithful hands. Good night." 

Catherine stood on the porch for many minutes in 
amaze, until Mark's voice roused her. 

"Let me go up to her," she said. 

Dora had gone to bed, but she was glad to see Jier 
kind friend. 

4 'Was your visitor very troublesome?" she asked. 
"What did he want?" 

Catherine stared vacantly, wondering if it had not all 
been a dream. 

" O, I wish we could go away somewhere, Catherine," 
Dora cried, with unwonted energy. " If we could get 
out of the reach of Jasper Cameron ! He means to 
hunt me to death, to keep me in continual fear and 
apprehension. And yet, he can do nothing ! Surely, 
no law would be so cruel, as to deliver me into his 
power ! " 

44 There, bairn, do not fret;" and Catherine found 
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her tongue, at length. " It is always darkest just before 
dawn, and I cannot help having a hope — " 

"No, dear friend, do not comfort me in that manner. 
It is because of your tender, generous heart that bleeds 
for me at every step, and not anything that can come 
into such a forlorn life as mine. So help me to be 
brave, without thinking of any future joy, for it can 
only end in disappointment. I have drifted away from 
all pleasant moorings." 

"Good night," Catherine returned, softly. To-mor- 
row would show whether this was some cruel under- 
plot of Cameron's. 

She held counsel with Mark, but they did not gain 
much in confidence. 

Dora, meanwhile, dreamed of her husband and the 
old happy time. She used to cheat herself of some 
present misery, in this manner, and fancy she was fall- 
ing asleep, with his good night kiss, still warm upon her 
lips. 

He had reached Woodlea, rather late, this evening, 
tired, and yet somewhat roused by his new plans. 
Edith would order p, dainty little supper. She poured 
his tea — it was from the pretty tete-artete set he had 
bought Dora. She was solicitous, too, for his comfort, 
not in any officious manner, but with the tender grace 
that might become a wife. They talked of ordinary 
events, and he found his task of explanation more diffi- 
cult than he supposed. The time was so short, that he 
must announce it, to-night. 
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" Edith, " he began in his straight-forward tone, look- 
ing past her, rather than at her — it has been necessary, 
I find, to go abroad for business purposes. I can do 
this, better than my partners, and the change of scene 
may prove beneficial to me. It is quite a sudden 
thought, matured during the last twenty-four hours, 
and I shall sail on Saturday, at three. I shall not be 
away longer than six weeks. It will be a great favor 
to me, if you and your mother will remain, for I do not 
want to discharge the servants, and I shall need a home, 
on my return. Can you entertain yourself ? " and he 
met her eyes with his grave, kindly smile. . 

"Why — if it is best, Ralph. You are very sure 
that you do want us to stay, and that we are not — " 
and she halted in delicate embarrassment. 

"I want you to stay. I may be better company, 
when I come back, brightened up a little." 

After the first, sharp pang, she was satisfied to have 
him go. It would serve to take his mind from that 
miserable Dora, and, perhaps, give him strength for 
some decisive step, on his return. She would miss him 
sadly, yet, in the end, it might be a gain. 

She expressed her sorrow honestly, and hoped the 
trip might prove a great benefit. He leaned back in 
his chair now, watching her, and thinking she had 
grown more radiant, since her first coming to Woodlea. 

Not a word was said about Dora. He gave a few 
household directions. The horses were to be duly exer- 
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cised, and she was to take the utmost enjoyment of 
everything. 

Then he went to his lonely room. Ah, Dora, he had 
not forgotten. The incidents, so plain to you, were all 
profound mysteries to him. Indeed, it seemed as if he 
had made no advance since his interview with Jasper 
Cameron, in the library, that June morning. 

" She will have decided, by my return," he mused, in 
an undertone. Then I must be brave to take up the 
few fragments left me. O, Dora, why did you marry 
me, why did you try to love me knowing all that lay 
between ?" 
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MOTHER AND DAUGHTER. 




|ORA was down early to breakfast, the next 
morning. There were no delicious bits of in- 
dolence for her now, make-believe naps, that 
she might be called by a pleasant voice, and tease a 
little. It made one's heart ache, to see her efforts at 
trying to interest herself with life, after all the joy and 
brightness had dropped out of it. 

"Catherine,*' she said, in" a soft, melancholy tone, 
" was I cross, last night? It seems so hard, but I am 
trying to be patient, " and the lustrous eyes swam in 
tears. * ' If you like to tell me who it was — " 

Catherine turned pale, and her hands trembled, so 
that she could hardly manage the plates in the steam- 
ing water. Had this poor, stricken child a mother, 
who was ready to love and care for her? She, outside 
of all the world, now, cast off, desolate, taking up the 
poor remnants in her hopeless way — 

"It was some business," she said, evading Dora's 
eyes. " I could not make it out — I have no head for 
such things. But I think they are friends, Miss Dora, 
and they are tp come, to-day, this morning." 
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"Must I see them?" in a shrinking, quivering tone. 

" It will be better," was the brief response. 

After the dishes were done, Catherine tidied up her 
parlor, and brought in some fresh flowers. Then she 
made Dora come and sit by the window, with her sew- 
ing. Not much too soon, either. There was a rattle 
of wheels, a sudden stop, and an authoritative knock 
at the door, which startled them both. 

Catherine took Dora in her arms, a brief instant. 
" Child," she exclaimed, huskily, "I ought to tell you 
that it is — " 

4 'Not Ralph?" with a tender, disbelieving, piteous 
sob. " Oh, no, he will never come. I was wild." 

Catherine rushed to the door, half crazed. Was it 
true ? She hardly dared face the possibility. 

There, in the street, was a carriage — she saw that, 
first, in some strange way. Here her visitor of the 
evening before, beside him, a young man, and last of 
all, a dainty woman, with curls, and flowers, and laces, 
and a bracelet gleaming on her white arm. 

" I have brought Mrs. Walsingham, as I proposed," 
the lawyer began. " This worthy woman is — " 

"But Dora?" a softer voice said. "My child, 
where is she ? " 

A face, colorless as that of a phantom, stood in the 
door, at the end of the hall. And while Catherine was 
explaining that she had not told the secret, the sure 
mother instinct led Mrs. Walsingham to this trembling 
figure, which she clasped to her heart. 
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"Dora," the voice was like a bell shaken in the 
storm, broken, jet clear, triumphant — u Dora, I am 
your mother. I gave you to Mrs. Denver, but my 
blood, not hers, runs in your veins/' 

Dora Tremaine heard and believed. And, though 
she lay so still in her mother's arms, she had not 
fainted, but their eyes took long draughts of content, 
from each other's souls. 

' ' Oh," Dora said with a sigh, " it is a blissful dream ! " 
And then it seemed, as if she could have gone out of 
life, quite content. 

Mrs. Walsingham drew her to the window, and stud- 
ied her face. " It is like Stacy's, " she said, in a satis- 
fied tone. "My child, speak to me! I have never 
heard you call me mother." 

" Mother ! " she breathed through quivering lips. 

"For years, I have thought you dead, or I should 
have come sooner. My child, it has been a hard life 
for both, but if God pleases, the rest shall be better." 

And Dora no longer felt herself an outcast. A new 
link • bound her to the world. Though she couH not 
understand, she believed implicit!} 7 . These were 
mother tones, indeed. 

Mr. Eastman and Catherine began a fragmentary 
conversation. Her face was fairly radiant with the joy, 
that had seemed impossible,but last night. 

"Stacy, this is your sister," Mrs. Walsingham said, 
presently, when she could take her arms from Dora. 
• 
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A brother, too, a fond, loyal brother, glad to find 
her, and restore her to her birthright. They were 
strange faces, yet Dora understood that she coalcftrust 
them, at once. Already, she felt more akin to her 
mother, than all the long years had made her with 
Mrs. Denver. 

"flow pale and faint you look ! " Mrs. Walsingham 
exclaimed, distressed beyond measure. 

4 4 It is nothing. I have been ill and in bitter tremble, 
but that has passed. O, my mother, will j r ou love and 
care for me, when you know all?" was Dora's beseech- 
ing cry. 

44 1 know all," was the quick reply, and tender eyes 
studied the wan face. 44 My darling, your very sorrows 
bring you nearer to me. I, too, have suffered. Anguish 
and bitter, burdensome care separated us, at first. I 
gave you to a woman, whom I thought loved you, but I 
meant to claim you. As it was, I paid for your main- 
tenance. Why she should have told me you were dead, 
I cannot divine." 

Dora was speechless with amazement. 

44 Tell her your story, first, suggested Mr. Eastman. 
" She may be able to supply the missing links." 

Mrs. Walsingham began, holding her daughter's hand 
tightty. All was so new to Dora. Catherine listened 
in wide-eyed astonishment, for she had placed so. little 
credence in Mr. Eastman, the preceding evening. 
And, at the announcement of the fortune, her face was 
a study of wonder. 
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" And, you see, these papers of Mrs. Denver's, mast 
have fallen into Mrs. Cameron's hands/' explained Mr. 
Eastman. "Mrs. Trcmaine, if you feel able to speak 
of your marriage with Cameron — " 

Dora hlushedj distressfully, but she made a brave 
effort. 

" Begin with the first you can remember ;" said her 
mother, gently. 

She repeated the same story that she had told Cathe- 
rine, in the beginning of her illness. The mysteries 
were cleared away, at least, sufficiently to establish the 
point, that Jasper Cameron had aimed at the fortune, 
with his first stroke. 

44 This Mrs. Cameron must have known something 
about it," said Mrs. Walsingham. "Mrs. Denver must 
have betrayed her trust inadvertently. She was leagued 
with her nephew, but I really cannot understand his 
long absence. We will try for the papers, but we have 
established Dora's claim, have we not, Mr. Eastman?" 

" If. any thing ejse is needed, we can obtain it, in the 
village where Mrs. Denver died. So we can afford to 
defy Cameron. Will you send him to me ? And were 
you not to see him, to day ? " . i 

Mrs. Walsingham glanced at her watch, and found 
the morning had sped away. 

Mr. Eastman felt compelled to leave them, thankful 
at having so nearly untangled the web. He had been 
favorably impressed with Dora, indeed, his sympathies 



THE TIDE OF FATE. 3X5 

were so warmly enlisted in her behalf, that he meant to 
make an early appeal to Mr. Tremaine. 

" At all events/' he said, " give yourself no farther 
uneasiness about Cameron. I doubt if the marriage 
would be considered binding in law, and it can be an- 
nulled. Anythingin my power shall be cheerfallydone." 

" You are all so good," Dora answered, with tears in 
her eyes. 

After Mr. Eastman left them, Dora took her mother 
up to her own little room, and comforted herself with 
a fit of tender weeping, as her head was pillowed on the 
fond heart. 

" You will never tire of me, mamma 7" she entreated, 
piteously. 

" My darling, no. There are bright days in store for 
us. You are young, Dora, but I have lived through so 
much trouble, and see, I can still smile." 

"Miss Dora," and Catherine came presently ; "are 
you not ready to take a little rest in your talking? 
There is dinner on the table, if you will but come down." 

She stood abashed, for it seemed as if there were a 
wide gulf between her and her dear Miss Dora. 

" Mamma," Dora said, seizing her hand, " I want 
you to love Catherine for my sake. When the rest of 
the world would have cast me out, and thrown me upon 
the protection of that man — " and Dora shivered — 
44 it was this good friend, who took me in, and kept me 
alive, when I must have died or gone crazy with an- 
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guish. She cared for me like the tenderest of mothers. 
Oh, Catherine, how shall I ever thank you ! " 

Catherine Dawson wiped her eyes with her clean 
apron. 

"To see yon happy, again" — and she broke down 
with a little sob. 

" I am going to be happy." And a bright look came 
into Dora's eyes. Then she rose and brushed out her 
shining hair*, arraying herself in a soft, white dress, 
with a knot of bine ribbon at the throat. In spite of 
the traces of recent illness, she looked very lovely, her 
lustrous eyes aglow with happiness, and Mrs. Walsing- 
ham experienced a pardonable pride in her child. 

Simple as the dinner was, Catherine served it to a 
charm. To see Dora so much like her olden self was 
supremest satisfaction. 

" And, now, I must leave you for awhile," began Mrs. 
Walsingham. " I shall return before evening, and we 
can make some plans." 

"O, mamma!" 

"My darling, it is to see Jasper Cameron. While 
he is with me, he cannot be annoying you. And if you 
would like Stacy to remain? " 

" No, I will not be a coward, when I have borne so 
much already,", replied Dora. "And I am very tired. 
I shalLgo straight to bed." 

44 And this good Catherine will watch you. It will 
b$ but two or three hours." 
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They kissed each other tenderly. A safe and sure 
haven, Dora felt, a love pitiful and forgiving, that, 
knowing the worst, still held out cherishing and pro- 
tecting arms. 

At the hotel, Mrs. Walsingham found that Cameron 
would call at three. Stacy begged to be present at 
. the interview, but she felt that she would rather manage 
him alone. 

Punctually he appeared, and was ushered into her 
private parlor, where she sat, the impersonation of 
calmness. 

"Mr. Cameron," she said, in her polite manner, and 
there was a true flavor of the Parisian about her, "I 
have been relating your strange story to my lawyer. It 
is so very singular that he desires to see you, and I have 
given him permission to treat with you as he thinks 
best. I am sorry that you should have the trouble of 
calling twice." 

He studied her attentively. She was not so much at 
ease, or so indifferent, yesterday. 

" I prefer to treat with you, madam," he returned in 
a resolute tone. " I am the only person who has these 
proofs, and if I chose to embarrass your legal proceed- 
ings, I could do so, very easily. But I desire to be hon- 
orable. I could also claim your daughter as my wife, 
3*et, if I find you willing to deal fairly, I will give you 
very little trouble. For a proper consideration I will 
even promise to leave the country." 
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"You will make your bargain with Mr. Eastman, 
Mr. Cameron." 

Her superb ease maddened him. Was there some 
plot between the two? 

"I beg leave to reply that I shall not. Either 3-ou 
pay me my price, or I shall take your daughter into my 
keeping immediately." 

Mrs. Walsinghspn winced at this. Truth to tell, his 
heart would have exulted, had he known how thoroughly 
frightened she was. But she kept a brave and steady 
front. 

"Mr. Cameron," she said, "I have not money 
enough, at this moment, to buy your secret, for you 
doubtless rate your knowledge highly. We must wait 
until to-morrow, therefore." 

"You can give me a check. Five thousand will 
settle the matter now — to-morrow, I may have a new 
price." 

" I cannot even do that," and she showed her pearly 
teeth with a most provoking smile. 

lie could have strangled her upon the spot. 

"Then you dare my worst?" 

There was a gleam in the eyes that almost unnerved 
her — so fierce and vindictive, so perfectly unscrupulous. 

"No, Mr. Cameron, I do not," she answered, in a 
frightened tone, "but I cannot act in this matter, with- 
out advice. If you will* call to-morrow." 
\ " Will you promise to give me my price ? " 
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It was a desperate strait. Mr. Eastman h^d said — 
44 Temporize." How was she to do it? 

44 1 have been unusually busy, all day, and find my- 
self quite unable to reason the point with you. Will 
you call to-morrow morning?" 

When he found that she stopped resolutely at this, 
he saw that he must wait with the best grace possible, 
which was poor enough. Some new developments had 
certainly placed her upon her guard, or Eastman had 
warned her that the whole affair might prove a decep- 
tion. However he would make another bold move. 

44 1 suppose it is difficult to believe your daughter 
still alive?" he said, in one of those slow, questioning 
tones. 

She was a match for him there. Her stage life had 
given her a wonderful control of her features. 

44 Yes," she answered, "after having her death so 
authenticated. Indeed, Mr. Cameron, I have hardly 
know what step to take in the matter. Men always 
seem to manage these things so much better than 
women. They are not so easily excited." 

Mrs. Walsingham smiled very sweetly, albeit with a 
rather nervous gesture K 

44 1 wish you to consider it yourself. If you will 
give me five thousand dollars, I will bring your daughter 
to you, and all necessary proofs. I will promise to 
make no difficulty about her obtaining her freedom. It 
is a generous offer, for I could cause you a great deal 
of trouble and publicity." 
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Glancing into those pitiless eyes, she did not ques- 
tion it. 

"I will consult my son," she replied. " You shall 
have our decision to-morrow, at ten." 

Jasper Cameron still felt dissatisfied. He could find 
no further excuse for prolonging the conversation, so 
he reluctantly withdrew. Were they really afraid of 
another claimant for their fortune ? Mrs. Walsingham, 
he concluded, had not seen her daughter. Colby did 
not have her address, and Mr. Tremaine had been ab- 
sent from the city. 

A desperate plan rushed into his mind. He might 
go to Mrs. Dawson's, and by force or fraud gain pos- 
session of Dora. Why had he not thought of this 
earlier in the day? He was not wont to allow the main 
chance to slip by, but he felt, now, as if this would have 
been the winning card. Dora was safe no longer, but 
if she could be conveyed to his aunt's — kept a prisoner 
there until they offered sufficient ransom for her, — why, 
he might still come off with flying colors. He might 
tell Dora this story about her mother, and ask Catherine 
to accompany her as an evidence of good faith. They 
could manage to get the woman out first, and then 
drive on rapidly, turning a corner before she would 
be sufficiently recovered to give any alarm. All that 
was needed was a skillful confederate. And now, Jasper 
Cameron lighted a cigar, and whistled a soft stave of 
opera. Adventure was a sort .of inspiration with him, 
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and his sanguine temperament stood him in good stead. 
Colby knew nothing of her hiding-place, and Tremaine 
was out of the city. He did not know that mother- 
love and suspicion were already arrayed against him. 

Mrs. Walsingham waited full five minutes after he 
had gone, then she summoned her son. 

" Stacy/' she said, in a quick, impatient tone, " we 
have not a moment to lose. I feel that Our darling 
Dora is in danger. We must take her away from that 
lonely place. I cannot leave her there, another night. 
Cameron might intimidate those two elderly people into 
some imprudent step, and they have had so much 
trouble already." 

" You will bring her here ? " 

"Yes, at once. I shall not have a comfortable mo- 
ment until I once more hold her in my arms. The man 
is such an unscrupulous villain." 

He does not suspect that you have seen her? " 

" No, I am quite certain that he does not, but he has 
shown so much astuteness already. Order the carriage, 
at once. And suppose we take the rear entrance. He 
might be watching." 

They started, taking some wary glances to the left 
and right. There was no one who appeared in any way 
interested in their progress. At Mrs. Dawson's, they 
took the precaution to send the driver around several 
squares while they were making their arrangements. 

Mrs. Walsingham ran lightly up to Dora's room 
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The door was partly open. Dora lay, reclining on the 
bed, but roused at the step. 

" You see I could not stay away," the mother cried 
with smiling eagerness. 

* ' And you saw him — my enemy ? " 

" Yes. Mr. Eastman can settle that business. But, 
Dora, you belong to us, and we have come to take you 
home. I am a foolish old woman and cannot bear you 
out of my sight." 

Would she be glad to go? Dora Tremaine's heart 
was full of contradictory, emotions. She should be 
more than thankful to feel safe, once again, but the 
step seemed to take her away from the lingering chance 
of Mr. Tremaine searching for her. But he had not ; 
— ah ! he would not. 

" Yes," she said, rising. 

u Just take a few necessary articles. We can come 
up, any time, you know. We shall not lose sight of 
your good friend Catherine." 

" I owe her so much ; " Dora said, gratefully. 

Her preparations were soon made. Together, they 
descended the stair3. 

"It seems so strange to go away from you, Cathe- 
rine," and Dora took the toil-hardened hand tenderly 
in her own. i ' How good you were to me, when I needed 
refuge and comfort. I do not know how I could have 
lived through that dreary time, but for your tender 
affections." 
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•'God watches over us all, Miss Dora, and finds a 
way out to the light, that we do not see, at first. And 
I hope there will be plenty of sunshine to comfort you." 

Stacy assisted her into the carnage. He was a little 
shy, but unmistakably friendly. 

Catherine lingered on the porch, after the last sound 
had died away, taking long breaths of the summer air. 
What a curious, complicated affair it has been, to be 
sure ! Dora had fainted in her arms, on this very 
threshold. Jasper Cameron had stood here, swinging 
his cane in insolent defiance. Every one had come, 
save Mr. Tremaine. Lives had crossed and re-crossed, 
but he had held aloof. Would it be so, until it was to 
late? 

There was something between this husband and wife, 
higher and finer, than mere civil law took cognizance 
of. A truth of the inmost soul, fidelity above that of 
simple deed, the spirit, as well as the letter. 

" But he might forgive," she cried, raising her eyes 
to heaven. The mistake of her youth should not be 
allowed to mar all her sweet life. God help them 
both." 

How lonesome the house seemed ! Mark had gone 
out of town, and was to wait, until eight o'clock, for 
some money. For the first time Catherine felt a 
tremulousness speeding along her nerves. The events 
of the past six weeks had shaken them, somewhat. 

She prepared her supper and then sat down to wait, 
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without lighting the lamp. It was growing quite 
dusky, when she was started by a loud, important 
knock. 

At the same moment she heard Mark entering the 
kitchen door. That gave her courage to face anything. 
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|HE street lamp, opposite, sent over a long, dim 
ray, but it was sufficient to outline Jasper 
Cameron's jaunty figure. There was a car- 
riage in waiting, also, and her heart gave a great leap 
of thankfulness that Dora was no longer her guest. 

u Ah — good evening," bowing politely, and taking 
a step within the hall, although Catherine stood in the 
way of his further entrance. "Will you ask my wife 
to grant me an interview of five minutes ? I have a 
most remarkable communication to lay before her, some 
business that is very urgent." 

"You cannot see Mrs. Dora Tremaine," said Cath- 
erine, stiffly. 

44 My good woman, this is no time for trifling," he 
continued, with half insolent ease and authority. " If 
30U desire your friend's comfort and advancement, you 
will take my message to her, at once. Five minutes' 
conversation, at which I even desire you to be present." 

A grim, tantalizing sense of humor brought a smile 
to Catherine's face* 

"Mrs. Tremaine has gone away," she said in a cold- 
quiet tone. 
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If a thunderbolt had shivered the ground at Jasper 
Cameron's feet, he could not have been more astounded. 
Catherine's persistency, in calling her Mrs. Tremaine 
pointed his suspicion. Had the man summoned up 
courage to come, and, with a few words, set the matter 
right between them? His face grew livid with rage, 
and his eyes seemed literally balls of flame. Or, staj r , 
they might be only trying to deceive him. He caught 
the woman roughly by the arm. 

44 If this is some infamous lie, concocted to keep me 
from my lawful wife, let me tell j-ou that you are 
standing in her light, very muck indeed. I have news 
for which she will be everlastingly grateful to me. 
Confess, miserable woman, where is she hidden? For, 
surety, Mr. Tremaine would not take her home, know- 
ing that she is not his lawful wife. Tell me the truth, 
instantly. If money is any object to you — " 

44 Not your money," and she drew back with scorn. 
44 She has not gone to Mr. Tremaine." 

" Where then?" 

44 1 cannot tell you just where. She did not say." 

;i O, it is hardly likely your dear friend would be so 
ungrateful, as to leave 3011 in the same sudden and 
m3'sterious manner, in which she leaves her husbands," 
he said, sneeringly. u Perhaps I have been a fool to 
trust to her word, but she assured me, so solemnly, that 
she would not leave you without informing me. 
^ome, do not trifle with me. I can restore Dora to 
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friends and — and fortune, my good woman, your obsti- 
nacy would ruin all." 

Catherine was growing a little tired of the wordy 
warfare. It was time for her crowning stroke. 

"She has gone to friends, Mr. Cameron, her mother 
and brother took her awaj\ As for her fortune — that 
was at the bottom of your villainous schemes. In 
prosecuting your selfish plans, you would have destroyed 
her health and happiness. Thank God, she is out of 
your reach. Your power is at an end." 

The man's rage was frightful for a moment. How 
had they found her? 

6 ; Will you go out of the house ? " said Catherine. If 
I had known half the truth in the beginning, j'ou never 
should have crossed the threshold." 

"You will both repent this day's work ;" he cried, 
hoarse with passion. I have rights — " 

The door was closed in his face. He had been out- 
witted, after all, lost the great stake for which he had 
striven so desperately. Every where this girl had 
slipped out of his grasp. Mrs. Denver had led him 
astray in the beginning. But for that, he never would 
have staid away for years. If he only had been on 
the spot, at that period, to claim Dora, immediately ! 

But the contest was hardly over. He could venture 
upon an} r step, now. Dora Trcmaine's name should 
ring from one end of the city to the other, as the heroine 
of a romantic scandal, or they should make it worth 
his while to be silent. 
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Mrs. Walsingham had, no doubt, taken Dora to a 
hotel. Why not go there, and have a grand dene ne- 
ment? He was desperate enough to dare anything. 

They had, doubtless, learned all the facts from Colby. 
lie ground his teeth in impotent rage. He had not 
the slightest hold on the law} r er, he knew that well. 
Why had he not made him sign some paper, commit 
himself in a tangible manner? If he told the story, 
now, Colby would deny any dishonorable thought. He 
had position and friends, while Jasper Cameron was — 
unknown, to say the least. No, he could not punish 
this treacherous, plausible sneak, who would sail in, 
under fair colors and have his reward. 

There was but one move left. He must make the 
Walsinghams come to some kind of terms. So he 
directed his steps to their abode, and, to his surprise, 
found himself invited to the private parlor without any 
delay. He entered it with his jaunty swagger, but was 
rather disconcerted to see two gentlemen beside his 
hostess. 

Mrs. Walsingham rose, with a face in which gravit3' 
was struggling hard, to subdue natural triumph. Jas- 
per Cameron experienced a little sinking in his hastily- 
formed plans, heart, he would have said. 

"lam thankful, that you were minded to drop in, 
to-nigh t," she began, with a suspicious suavity. "We 
were just speaking of you. My son, Mr. Walsingham, 
and my lawyer, Mr. Eastman." 
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Both gentlemen rose, and bowed. 

Cameron gave a gasp, while his eye darkened, and 
his brow flushed, slightly. It promised a hard fight. 
Who would take the initiative ? 

Mr. Eastman moved his chair, a trifle, to face his 
antagonist, more directly. 

"Mr. Cameron," he began, "Mrs. Walsingham in- 
forms me, that you have some important papers in 
your hands. We wish to arrive at a settled decision 
concerning them." 

"They are important — to my wife, at least," with 
a peculiar emphasis. " My anxiety for her, brought 
me here, to-night. I went to make my accustomed call 
upon her, intending to explain this singular complica- 
tion, but found she had left her humble abode. The 
woman was insolence, itself; but I dragged from her 
the fact, that Mrs. Cameron was safe under her mother's 
protection. ,, 

"As she is," returned Mi's. Walsingham, quietly. 

"She is my wife, and I demand her. I love her. I 
am not only willing, but desirous to take her, and pro- 
vide for her support. She cannot deny that I have of- 
fered this repeatedly " 

"Mr. Cameron, arguing this matter on a basis of 
Action, is hardly wise," began Mr. Eastman. "Let us 
get to the simple truth. You married the young girl, 
known then, as Dora Denver. It looks as if there had 
been some collusion, between you and your aunt; 
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doubtless yon knew, even then, that she was heir to a 
fortune. You left her in a passion — » w 

"It was agreed upon, that we should separate. I 
was going awaj r , and she was a*s anxious for the mar- 
riage, as I could possibly be ! " interrupted Cameron , 
with passionate warmth. 

"Admit all this," was the imperturbable answer. 
"You left her, for years, without any sign from your- 
self. The vessel being wrecked, it was the more im- 
perative, that you should make some effort to have her 
informed of your safety* She heard of your death, and 
years afterward, married Ralph Tremaine, in all good 
faith—" 

"But she took good care, not to tell him of this little 
episode," sneered Cameron. 

" She married him in good faith, believing you dead. 
She has ceased to care for you, and holds you, now, in 
the utmost aversion. Mr. Cameron, I will tell you, 
that your claim, in a court of law, would virtually 
amount to nothing. Your conduct, since your return, 
has led her both to fear and despise you. These years 
of silence and absence, are strongly against you. A 
man does not usually desert a pretty, young wife, whom 
he professes to love." 

"I am not answerable for failing letters. I wrote, 
that is sufficient," was the sullen answer. 

" Here is a fact, that seems to disprove that, Mr. 
Cameron. Your aunt knew of your wife's abode, as 
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the reputed niece of Gilbert Verner. If you had been 
so very anxious, you could have applied to her. I tell 
you, in all honesty, that your case argued at its best, 
would move neither judge nor juror. A woman may 
make an unfortunate marriage, but she is not altogether 
in her husband's power." 

"Then you do not deny that I am her husband?" 
and Cameron showed his white teeth through a bitter 
smile. 

"We shall not pretend to do that ;" and the lawyer 
smiled blandly. "But the commonest separation that 
the law will allow, must prove a blessing to her." 

"She shall not have it," he hissed. "I am her 
lawful husband, and my claim shall not be set aside by 
any villainous fraud ! I knpw j'ou are all legued to- 
gether, that poverty stands no chance against wealth—" 

" Spare jour extravagant rhetoric, Mr. Cameron. 
It was your own proposal that Mrs. Walsingham should 
purchase the freedom of this beloved wife, from her de- 
voted husband." 

Jasper Cameron could have ground them all to atoms. 
His face grew frightfully white with passion, and yet 
he was well nigh helpless. 

"At least, you shall pay me well for the papers!" 
he hissed. "You cannot establish her claim without 
them!" 

"I am not so sure of that. Mrs. Walsingham can 
prove a good deal, her daughter, Dora, remembers tlK 
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rest. Those who knew her, as Mrs. Denver's child, 
could indentify her, doubtless. These papers are not 
worth any exorbitant sum. Indeed, there is good rea- 
son to believe they were stolen — " 

"Have a care! have a care!" shouted Cameron. 
" You may find that money cannot always blind justice. 
I shall appeal to the law of the land, and call upon you 
to prove this base insult." 

" As you like," and the lawyer bowed. 

" And, now, Jasper Cameron, if you will leave the 
city and make no fbrther disturbance, I am empowered 
by Mrs. Walsingham, to offer you the sum of one thou- 
sand dollars, for traveling expenses. As for the papers, 
they are of no value to you, but still, the absence of them 
will not interfere, materiality, with our cause." 

"And you propose to purchase my silence with that 
paltry sum !" Jasper Cameron exclaimed, casting a look 
of tragic scorn upon the group. 

"Your silence is worth but little to us, Mr. Cameron. 
The world will judge, when it hears the whole story." 

" If I had won the fortune, you would have found me 
more generous ; " was the lofty rejoinder. 

"Possibly ; " in a doubtful tone. " Your generosity 
will be best shown, now, by your leaving the city. You 
have heard, from the woman you fraudulently claim as 
your wife, that she had neither respect nor regard for you. 
I tell you, in her behalf, that nothing will ever induce 
her to see you again." 
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" Dora will never know how I have loved her ! Tre- 
maine has never made one effort to see her, and accepted 
the decision, at once. Let her make an attempt to go 
back to him, and she will rouse the passion of an 
Othello. Be warned 1" 

"Dora can be content with a mother's love;" said 
Mrs. Walsingham, triumphantly. u She has suffered 
enough, at the hands of both husbands." 

" And I tell you, plainly, Jasper Cameron, that, if you 
invoke the law, you may find yourself in its clutches. 
If you choose to send the papers you can direct them to 
me, if not — " 

" I shall not choose ! " was the angry reply. 

Mrs. Walsingham sprang up eagerly, but a gesture 
from the lawyer kept her silent. 

"Then, I believe our business is at an end. Attempt 
to molest Mrs. Walsingham and her daughter, at your 
peril!" 

With that, Mr. Eastman bowed him out, but, in pass- 
ing, he held up the check. Jasper Cameron could not 
resist, and no latent sense of shame held him back. 
Angry discomfiture there was, and, if he could have 
hurled maledictions at them, they would have been 
overwhelmed. But he was never blind to a tangible 
advantage, though he took the note as if conferring a 
favor. 

The door closed behind him. Eastman laughed, a 
little. 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



334 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

" I think you may safely say you are rid of him. 
In a week's time he will offer me the papers for five 
hundred dollars, and come to any terms we choose to 
make. The insolent, swaggering braggart." 

44 1 hope it may be so," said Stacy. 

The two men had some business, yet, to discuss, so 
Mrs. Walsingham went directly to her daughter. After 
repeating somewhat of the conversation, they resigned 
themselves to a tender confidence about . the future. 
To Dora's weary heart, a home and a mother seemed 
like a little foretaste of heaven, 

44 And you think Stacy will feel quite satisfied?" 
Dora asked, rather apprehenstvety. 

44 My child, never give this a thought. Stacy has a 
most generous heart. How many times we have 
bewailed your loss ! Never hint to him, that it might 
be a sacrifice. He would share his last dollar with you, 
gladly. But, my darling, I hope to see you restored to 
a more perfect happiness than any we can give." 

Dora colored yjndei her mother's sharp scrutiny. 
She had relinquished all hope of happiness, in such a 
postive and final jnanner, that Mr. Tremaiue seemed 
like a person quite out of her sphere. 

u Mr. Eastman is very confident that the matter can 
be settled, without much difficulty," Mrs. Walsingham 
pursued. 44 And Stacy will spare no expense, to save 
you from the clutch of that villain ! " 

" Mamma," Dora said, a little wearily, 44 I shall be 
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glad and thankful for freedom. But that is all. I 
have deceived Mr. Tremaine — and, in his surprise and 
disappointment, he has ceased to esteem and love me. 
He has said, by his deeds, that we could be nothing to 
each other." 

46 But he did not know — " 

"Yes, he understood nearly all. And there are 
some things, mamma, that I should be slow to forgive. 
I will not be thrust upon him ! I went to him, once, 
and he almost spurned me. So, let that rest. You will 
have me always, if you care for me — so pity me a 
little. And he said — if there had been a child — he 
would have taken it. Since I have found you, I feel how 
terrible it would be to give up a little child whom I loved 
— that was my very own." 

44 Hush, dear, do not excite yourself. It shall all be 
as yon wish. And, since it is midnight, we had better 
bring this happy, but fatiguing day to a close. You 
must try to rest a little." 

44 1 shall rest here in your dear arms. Mamma, is 
there any fear of being too happy?" 

44 No, my darling." 

And, strange to say, Dora, who had passed so many 
wakeful nights, fell into a tranquil slumber, while her 
mother sat watching her. These ministrations had in 
them a touch of the tender love to which she had 
grown accustomed, under widely different circumstances. 
And it was hardly strange that she should dream of 
• 
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the old love, dream of it in so coniforting a manner, 
indeed, that she woke refreshed. Was the past bej-ond 
resurrection ? 

Yet, she did not know how subtle the enemy was 
with whom she had to deal. By dawn, another cruel 
thought had entered Jasper Cameron's soul. He could 
still stab Dora. She might possess her fortune, but 
she should not enioy it with the man she loved. As 
soon as business men were astir, he sauntered down to 
Mr. Tremaine's office, and heard, to his great satisfac- 
tion, that the gentleman was to sail that day for 
Europe. He had not come down from Woodlea, yet, 
but would be in shortly. Would he wait for Mr. Tre- 
maine, or leave some word ? 

He sauntered in and seated himself nonchalantly. 
Fortune had certainly favored him here. Tremaine's 
grief had become unendurable, and all the while, on the 
other side, there was a loving woman ready to fly to his 
arms , at a word . At that, Jasper Cameron laughed softl}-. 

Ralph Tremaine entered, presently, glancing up with 
a perceptible paleness and shiver when he saw his visitor. 

"I can scarcely hope to be welcome," Cameron began, 
in his blandest tone, " but a sense of honor impelled 
me to come. As soon as we decided, we thought it best 
that you should be informed of our resolve. Dora" — 

Tremaine experienced an intense desire to fell his 
enemy to the floor, at a blow. Cameron saw his anguish 
and gloated at it. 
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" Dora has generously consented to forgive the past. 
To-day, we are going out of the city for a short time, 
and I trust our new life will never know one shadow." 

Tremaine groaned. 

" Believe me, that Dora regrets deeply the unhappi- 
ness that she has caused } r ou. Her uncle, Mr. Verner, 
x>ver-persuaded her to the step, or she would never have 
taken it, as she had not succeeded in entirely forgetting 
me. I knew, the first day on which I met her, that 
time would renew our love and make it fonder than it 
had ever been. You will not bear anger against her ? 
It was a sad mistake." 

"Go," Tremaine whispered, hoarsely. " I wish her 
no evil — but it best that we should never meet again." 

" Farewell ! " Cameron answered, genlly, and walked 
away with Iris jaunt}', self-sufficient step. 

' ' Poor fool ! " w ; as his mental ejaculation. He rather 
liked dealing with these strictly honorable, high-minded 
people, the} r were not astute and suspicious, like East- 
man. And he knew well, that Dora would never take 
the first step toward a reconciliation. In spite of her 
good fortune, there would be a worm forever gnawing 
at her heart. Yes, she would feel his power there ! 

Tremaine leaned his forehead on his hand, dropping 
into deep and painful thought. He had not expected 
the final result, so soon ; and, somehow, it seemed now, 
as if he had not believed this ending possible. Yet it 
was very natural. Gilbert Verner had been anxious 
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for the marriage, and Dora had told him then, that she 
was not in love with him. If she had been equally 
frank in other matters ! And so, a word or a kiss had 
re-awakened the old regard. „ 

Had her jealous suspicion of Edith led to her de- 
cision ? It was so utterly without foundation that he 
could smile over it. And yet, if he had been different 
that night, softer in speech, tenderer in mood ! Her 
unjust accusation had roused a feeling of bitterness in 
him, given him strength to put her away, until her hour 
of repentance came. But had he been altogether 
right? Was there not something more glorious than 
justice? meek-eyed mercy ! 

Yet what could he have done ? To have a divided 
heart, to be suspicious and restless over everj T word and 
look : no, that would be unendurable. Better, a thou- 
sand times, the desolate life that would be his. He was 
more than ever thankful that he was going away. 

Then he started up. He must see her, once more, 
must hear from her own lips that she had not been 
forced to any decision. He put on his hat in a curious, 
bewildered way, walked out, and took the first car that 
passed. It seemed as if the horses crawled every step 
of the way, and yet he was there, before he had resolved 
upon a single sentence. How odd the place appeared ! 
He touched the great, old-fashioned knocker, and won* 
dered what he would say to Dora, — another man's wife. 

Catherine answered the summons. In her surprise, 
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she held up both hands and ejaculated — "Mr. Tre- 
maine ! " 

" Dora?—" His colorless lips trembled, and his fin- 
gers nervously caught at each other. 

" She went away last night. It is a long story. Will 
3'ou not come in, Mr. Tremaine?" 

Too late ! The whole world seemed mingling into 
chaos again. He raised his hand to his head, and stared 
vacantly. 

" Yes — she went away with — " 

" I know," he interrupted with a sudden gesture. " I 
heard the story, an hour ago. I hope she may be 
happy. Catherine — " lowering his voice almost to a 
whisper, " some day I shall come up to talk about Jier, 
but not now. It is best. Yes, I hope she maybe happy." 

Then he walked away in a rapid, uncertain manner. 
IIopc was at an end. He must accept the life that lay 
before him. 

" He looks quite like an old man ; " mused Catherine, 
while her heart unconsciously softened towards him. 
44 Yet I would have said, six months ago, that he wor» 
ghipped her. How. can a. inan bo so obdurate ! " 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

PLANNING ANEW. 

HRS. WALSINGHAM soon understood, that 
her legal affairs were very easy of adjustment. 
Indeed, she could not be considered, in any 
sense, a Walsinghani heir ; for the money was distinctly 
willed to the children of Giles "Walsingham. Dora's 
claim was proven to lawful satisfaction, without the aid 
of the purloined papers. 

The story soon found its way to light. Now, that 
matters had reached a crisis, Leonard Colby found him- 
self quite the hero of the passing hour. Friends poured 
in upon him, with condolence, and, though this could 
not replace the lost money, it was pleasant to receive. 

Mr. "Walsingham had allowed his trustee, a liberal 
allowance, for the supervision of the property. A re- 
cent lucky speculation, and the generosity of the heirs, 
enabled him to come out of the affair with clean hands, 
but it left him penniless. 

There was great consternation at Lake George. Mrs, 
Colby would not believe the worst, and carried herliead 
loftily. Arthur Harleigh, to the honor of his manhood, 
be it said, comforted his betrothed, and abated not a 
tithe of his love. Mrs. 'Harleigh was deeply dis- 
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appointed, but it was too late for her son to draw back 
with honor, and, finding him so staunchly true, she 
yielded with the current, and the wedding day drew 
nigh. 

Mrs. Walsingham won golden opinions, on every 
hand. She was so winsome and gracious, and her 
vivacious manner corresponded so exactly with her 
fair, eager face, that would have a long holiday, before 
growing old. . Among the many changes, her early 
married life was scarcely remembered, save in her own 
heart, and that of her son, who reverenced her, for the 
hard struggle, they did not care to have the world know. 
For it was over now, and they had chanced upon gala 
days. 

She had taken a small, tastefully-furnished house, 
and when the three had once settled there, you would 
have thought it an affair of 3'ears, rather than daj*s. 
Everything was so cosy and charming. The old French 
domestic fell into her groove, as naturally, as if she 
had been born there, but only tender, mother fingers 
were allowed to minister to Dora. 

She and Stacy were longer in becoming friends. Hav- 
ing grown up, with so few family ties, and those not of 
a tender kind, it was difficult to realize the possession 
of a brother, but, if he had failed to find any other path 
to her heart, his devotion to their mother would have 
done it. 

As Ralph Tremaine's wife, Dora had been kept quite 
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in the back-ground. Seclusion was her own wish, and 
one, very easy to manage. But Stacy was often the 
companion of her drives, and they soon discovered 
many mutual tastes. Most delightful of all, were the 
tales of life abroad, their odd German home, while he 
was studying, his mother being the presiding genius, 
and the bits of dainty economy she used to practice. 
There were romances, too, of her stage life, that always 
fascinated Dora. 

They were sitting together, one evening, over these 
mutual confidences, when Dora started up, all anima- 
tion. 

"Stacy," sbc said, " I have just had a thought. I 
want you to agree with it, and let us put it into execu- 
tion, immediately ." 

He laughed, as he watched her, then said — 

"Dora, that impulsiveness is so like mamma. At 
such moments, you look like her, though she is so much 
smaller than jou, and different in so many ways." 

"I am glad to be ever so little like her. And it is 
her welfare, I was thinking of. My fortune seems so 
large, Stacy, I sLall never know what to do with it 
all ; and it does seem unjust, that mamma, who had all 
the burthen, and sorrow, and hard work, should be 
crowded out of the prosperity. I want us each, to give 
ber one quarter of Qur fortune. That, with her little 
income, will make her quite a rich woman." 

" Pora, mine is ail at her disposal," 
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11 But I want it settled upon her, so that she can feel 
quite independent. We shall have sufficient left, and 
we are of age, our own masters." 

11 My deaf Dora, I would do more than that to please 
you. Perhaps it would be more agreeable, for her to 
have a separate portion, though we have shared one 
purse so long, that we can never have divided interests. 
I am not going to sink into indolence, or selfish ease, 
Dora. I have youth, health and ambition, and I owe 
it to her, that I have no vicious habits. How carefully 
she guarded all my early years, I can never tell you. 
I realized what I had been saved from, when he came 
back to die." 

Dora's eyes were full of tears. Why had she been 
shut out of that life ? Why did not she have a mother's 
guidance and sympathy ? Always adrift on the sea of 
fate — this had been her bitter lot. 

"Yes, Dora, it shall be as you sa}\ If you like, we 
will go to-morrow and execute *i deed. Or I might 
give her half." 

"No," said Dora, with a peculiar smile. U I think 
she would feel better satisfied with a smaller gift. She 
has her little ways of pride." 

They went to Mr. Eastman, and he arranged the 
matter for them. 

Mrs. Walsingham was deeply moved, perhaps the 
more so, by its being Dora's suggestion. 

For the mother was trying now, by every care and 
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attention, to make amends for what looked so like 
neglect in the past. And yet, it had not been. How 
many times during those early struggles, she had 
thanked God that her little daughter was in such good 
hands, and removed from the temptations of such a 
life as hers, where, at the best, she must have been 
trusted to the care of schools and servants. 

It was Mrs. Denver's misfortune, after she became a 
devotee, that her spiritualized letters were hardly true 
exponents of herself. She was led astray by her own 
narrow and extravagant views, until, in her fear of 
Dora being recalled, and au exaggerated sense of duty, 
she thought to pluck this brand from the burning, as 
she phrased it, to save Dora from such association as 
this stage-connected mother must inevitably bring her 
into. Swayed powerfully by this mood of fanaticism, 
she had announced Dora's death, and then bent all her 
energies to the task of making the child a religious 
enthusiast. For this, Dora had no fancy, and the life 
had been one of repression and warfare. 

It seemed, now, at times, as if Dora had come to per- 
fect freedom. No doubtful secrets hidden away, no 
haunting phantoms shadowing their free and unre- 
strained intercourse, and a phase of delightful social 
life that she had never before experienced. For, at 
Woodlea, Mrs. Maybin had seemed almost as much 
mistress as herself. Always, she had stood in awe of 
some one. 
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They had heard of Mr. Tremaine's departure, and 
not only that, but Catherine's brief interview with him, 
as well. It puzzled Dora, a little, and }et she accepted 
the fact. She could be nothing more to him. She 
must school her 3-earning, longing heart into something 
like content. Ah, how hard it was. 

With September, the Colbys returned to the city. 
A quiet marriage for Isabel, and then a change in posi- 
tion and" living. Mrs. Colby would fain have kept her 
house, forming many impossible plans for economical 
management, but she was compelled to relinquish her 
dreams. Yet, it must be admitted that Mr. Colby stood 
higher with sterling business men, than if he bad re- 
sorted to dishonest expedients to preserve his social 
standing. Circumstances, and a strand of weakness in 
his own character, rather than caution, had kept him 
from rushing headlong into Jasper Cameron's villain- 
ous schemes, yet, now that all had ended, he plumed 
himself upon his strict integrity. 

Dora was deeply interested in the family. Perhaps 
she felt, most truly, what his disappointment had been. 
She fancied, too, that he had in some way delaj-ed or 
frustrated Cameron's plans. 

" I think we ought to do something for him, mam- 
ma," she said one day. " It must be very hard, when 
he was so near to being the heir. And to give up such 
a fortune ! " 

" My dear, it was the merest honesty to be true tc 
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his trust. An energetic and well directed effort might 
have found us much earlier. Then, he was well paid 
for his trouble. I do, of course, sympathize with him 
in his disappointment." 

" And the daughter was married?" 

"Yes." Mrs. Walsingham's face warmed with a 
tender light. "You would hardly believe, my dear, 
how much interest I take in love affairs, but I want 
them to end happily. There are troubles enough, after- 
wards." 

Dora flushed. " Are there any more girls, mamma?" 
she asked, presently. 

4 'Yes, a daughter almost grown, then two bojs, and 
a charming little sprite, NeUy, by name. Mrs. Colby 
is very lady-like, but rather haughty, I think. 

Dora was casting about in her mind, to discover some 
plan whereby she might benefit these children, whom, it 
appeared to her, they had unwittingly wronged. 

"Mamma," she began again, "I have just thought 
of a pleasant surprise for these two girls. Their father 
will be poor now, and they must miss many of the lux- 
uries to which they have been accustomed. And I 
mean to bestow upon them a small portion, out of my 
abundance." 

" Dora ! " Yet her mother smiled. 

" Yes. Five thousand, apiece, will not be much, to 
be sure, but I spent no more than the interest of that 
yearly, when I lived with uncle Gilbert. — It will give 
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them a wedding outfit, too, when they come to have a 
brave young lover ;" and Dora smiled brightly, though 
her face still wore its peculiar delicacy and languor. 

" But ten thousand, Dora ! " 

" Well, I have twelve thousand, that would not have 
come to me if I had not been considered Mr. Verner's 
niece. — I ought to devote that to some benevolent pur- 
pose, seeing what an impostor I have been all my life ? " 

"But if, some day, you were called to an account 
for spending it?" 

"That will never be, mamma." 

There was a perceptible sadness in Dora's tone. 

" But, my dear child, I do dream of seeing you happy 
again," the mother said, softly, with a look of ineffable 
tenderness in her eyes. 

"With jxra only," and Dora leaned her face upon 
her hands. " Let me give up all hope, frankly." 

"Then your Mr. Tremaine is a hard, cruel man, 
Dora, as Catherine seems to think. I believe any ten- 
ded, generous person would forgive, for it was a sad 
mistake, rather than any intentional sin." 

"I have never asked him, mamma, do not forget 
that. I wish now, I had gone, on that first fatal day, 
and told him the whole truth. But you can never know 
my fright and horror at seeing Jasper Cameron. I was 
so afraid, that I could not think. And, being deceived 
is the one thing Mr. Tremaine cannot bear. I feel that 
he was hard, too, but he had great provocation. _ And 
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then — I bad never loved him half enough, "before. A 
troubled phantom always stood between me and perfect 
trust. I was often capricious, when I should have been 
tender, because it seemed dishonest to take so much 
love, without telling my secret, though I could never 
imagine that Cameron was alive." 

" Foolish child. He will return. Three months is 
not a life time." 

1 ' Not to me, mamma. And you know — " flatteringly, 
4 ' that I saw him. When I think of that night, I feel that 
reconciliation is quite impossible. " 

"Still, you do not know just what a highly colored 
version Cameron gave him, or how false it might have 
been." 

" He could have said nothing worse than that I mar- 
ried him, and that was true. No, mamma, help me to 
be strong and patient, and comfort me with your love. 
This is so much better than my cruel loneliness and 
despair at Catherine's. It was my own fault, and I 
must bear the punishment." 

Mrs. Walsingham was far from being satisfied, but 
in their arguments, Dora always overruled her, in that 
sweet, submissive way, so hard to controvert. And 
yet, because she knew her child's heart was with this 
still adored husband, she would have made every over- 
ture possible. Had Tremaine been at home, she would 
have gone herself, and learned if there was the slightest 
basis of hope. 
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" It is best not to annoy her at present," Mr. 
Eastman had said, confidentially. Her first marriage 
can be easily set aside, as it was procured by fraud. 
And I do not quite despair of Tremaine, who has the 
name of being a most honorable man." 

So Dora pleased herself by her gifts to the Colby 
daughters, though Mr. Eastman laughingly declared, 
they would have to appoint a guardian for her, or she 
would soon be reduced to poverty. 

"It does not look much like it, as yet," she returned 
gaily ; "but I am going to stop awhile." 

The little household of three, were very happy in each 
other's lore. Dora's nature was a grateful one, and 
there had not been so much affection in her path, hith- 
erto, that she felt at all inclined to undervalue this. 
Stacy was rapidly becoming very dear. His architect- 
ural studies evinced a high order of genius in this par- 
ticular branch, and his aim was to establish himself at 
this, his favorite pursuit. But he had many endearing 
home graces ; indeed, to Dora, who had studied so few 
men, he was a piquant and interesting revelation. 

More than one effort had been made to find Mrs. 
Cameron, but without success. Her nephew had so 
worked upon her fears, by an exaggerated confession of 
the failure of their schemes, that she was led into prom- 
ising anything for safet3 T . He took possession of the 
important papers, and, in spite of her entreaties, left 
her, without the slightest clue as to his destination. 
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Her love for this child had been the one passion of 
her solitary life. Having none of her own, she had 
spent her early days in efforts for his education. He 
had grown up, the possessor of a certain dangerous 
beauty, and hosts of dangerous vices — yet she, poor 
woman, had been blind to the latter. During the last 
3'ear of Mr. Walsingham's life, she had filled the posi- 
tion of nurse and housekeeper, and so, became familiar 
with the provisions of the old man's will, which had no 
special interest for her, just then. Years afterward, she 
learned, Or fancied that she had, the secret of Dora's 
birth, when the idea entered her mind of marrying her 
to Jasper. It was not abaci speculation, the young 
man thought, but Dora was too immature to awaken 
any interest for herself. He married her, expecting to 
gain control of the fortune with little difficult}', when 
he announced the fact triumphantly to Mrs. Denver, 
keeping the secret of the fortune to himself, but declar- 
ing that he knew Dora to be the grandchild of Giles 
Walsingham. 

Mrs. Denver remembered well, the bitter enmity 
between Dora's mother and Giles Walsingham, and also 
her own oath that she would never divulge Dora's par- 
entage. Besides, she was filled with rage at the, thought 
of Dora's imprudent marriage. That Mr. Walsingham 
was dead, and Dora's relation to him of the slightest 
importance, never once occurred to her. 

In her anger, she dared Jasper Cameron to take any 
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step. Where was his proof? " Bring Giles Walsing- 
ham here," she said, u and I will swear that Dora is my 
own child ! If 30U married her, thiuking it might ever 
prove a benefit to you, you were a fool for your pains." 

Indeed, Jasper thought so, when he came to take a 
cool survej* of the case. His aunt's suspicions hung on 
so slight a thread, that even the most astute lawyer 
could make nothing of them. So he cursed the luck, 
denounced his aunt for a prying, suspicious old fool, 
and made good Ins word to Dora, though it had been 
but the invention of the moment, to hurry her into mar- 
riage. She did not promise, in her fright and remorse, 
to be a very entertaining companion, and the trip to 
China, which might be made profitable, appeared the 
easiest way of getting out of the complication. 

After he was" gone beyond recall, the proofs fell into 
Mrs. Cameron's hands, by the death of Mrs. Denver. 
She resolved to hoard them, for her dearly loved Jasper. 
If she could but gain possession of Dora, also ! 

This effort failed. Gilbert Verner's treatment of her, 
and Dora's unwillingness, to listen to the least friendly 
overture, so exasperated her, that she kept her secret, 
for revenge. 

Then came the tidings of the wreck, and Jasper's 
death but she held to a strange, desperate faith, in his 
still being alive. 

She brooded over it, in her solitary home, until she 
actually began to count the days, for Jasper's return. 
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There was something absolutely touching in this, more 
than mother's love. She had taken several old ladies 
to board, who had become trials to their families, and 
every penny of her earnings was scrupulously saved. 
Some day, he would comeback — the handsome gentle- 
man that he always was ! 

After seven j*ears of adventure, he had returned. 
Instead of being softened, by the devotion of the silly 
old idiot, as he called her, he had taken her money, 
and fallen in with her plans, at once. After his first 
interview with Colby, he had no further doubt. It 
was to his advantage, to make it appear, that there 
were no other heirs. Vhen he found that he had suc- 
ceeded in alarming the lawyer, he meant, if possible, 
to compromise, in some manner, and take a part of the 
fortune, without Dora. 

Mr. Colby had not the courage to bring the matter 
to a straightforward issue, but he did hope, by throw- 
ing himself upon Dora's pit}*, and espousing her cause, 
to make a better bargain for himself, and still preserve 
his good name. Cameron had frustrated this, in the 
very beginning, and Colby had weakly fallen into the 
toils, when a man of more honor, would have rescued 
both himself and Mrs. Tremaine. 

But through all their scheming, there had been an 
undercurrent, little suspected by either. At the ad- 
vent of Mrs. Walsingham, Colby had yielded to instant " 
despair, and thought only, how he could best extricate 
himself, for there was no longer any fortune to save. 

J 
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When Jasper Cameron took a survey of the rains, he 
laughed, with his usual indifference. He had made a 
thousand dollars out of Colby, and another thousand 
out of the Walsinghams. He tried to gain an interview 
with Dora, but these plans being frustrated, his fertile 
brain turned to others. For the present, nothing could 
be done. Mr. Tremaine was away, and it seemed hard- 
ly likely, that Dora would commence immediate pro- 
ceedings, for a legal separation from him. It would 
give her a public prominence, to which she did not as- 
pire, and connect her with the romantic story of the 
fortune. 

But presently, when the matter had died away, and 
he disappeared, as they, no doubt, charitably hoped he 
would, Mr. Eastman would undertake the case, in a 
quiet way. If, at this auspicious moment, he could 
pounce down upon Dora, probably she would be will- 
ing to pay him handsomely for his silence. Especially, 
if by this time, there had been some explanation, be- 
tween herself and Mr. Tremaine, as these 'misunder- 
standings rarely lasted a life time. 

Mr. Cameron was not wanting in resources, and he 
fancied, now, that a trip westward might prove bene- 
ficial. He did not wish his real character to become 
too well known, in New York, before his final denoue- 
ment. He certainly bore his reverses, with much phil- 
osophy. 

And so, the world went on its olden way, buying and 
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selling, marrying and being given in marriage, little 
tragedies on every hand, making scarce a ripple on the 
broad surface. But Dora, looking from her window 
on the throngs below, seemed to have no part nor lot 
in the matter. A quiet life was to be hers, henceforth, 
and, if the day should come, when an added charm ren- 
dered it more endurable, she would thank God for His 
mercy. That was all the hope of her future. 



dbyGoogk 




CHAPTER XXVI. 

jasper Cameron's last stake. 

|T was a frosty October night, with a keen, 
clear air. There was a cheerful grate fire, 
burning in the library at Woodlea, but the 
curtains were not drawn. Edith Merrivour thought 
the light, shining out on the lawn, would look pleasant 
to the homeward bound traveller, whom they had been 
expecting, for the last hour. She was seated at the 
center-table, with a basket of soft wools at her side, 
the brightest admissible color being purple, but that 
formed a pleasing contrast to the slender white fingers. 
Instead of the usual crape collar, her dress was relieved 
at the throat, by a fold or two of tulle, that was all soft- 
ness and grace. 

Her seat, there, might have been mere accident, but, 
to the man coming up the path, she, as well as the 
light, was a grateful vision. *The beautiful face in pro- 
file, the dainty fingers threading their way through the 
mazes of crocheting, and-now, the eyes, raised in anxious 
thought, that made his pulse beat more quickly, for an 
instant. 

She came to the door, herself. u Oh Ralph V 9 e' 
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exclaimed, and there was a world of welcome relief in 
the tone. It said that she had missed him, and was 
more than glad to have him back. How pleasant it 
was to be the object of some one's care. And then 
aunt* Lester with her motherly kisses, her smiles and 
tears. 

"How well you are looking, Ralph," Edith said. 

His six weeks' absence had indeed worked wonders. 
Dora would have pronounced him handsome, in an 
ecstacy of delight. For he was no longer gray and 
thin, the furrows in his brow and lines in his cheeks 
had filled out, and a fresh, healthy color, taken the place 
of the sallowness. Change, activity, and woik, instead 
of corroding thoughts, had wrought the alteration. 
And somehow, he could not help feeling in better heart 
and spirits, than two months ago. 

" And, what is the news?" he asked, cheerfully, as he 
dropped into his arm-chair before the fire. Everything 
about looked so snug and cosy, a little vase here and 
there, with a few flowers or geranium leaves, the maga- 
zines and papers, and aunt Lester, with her easy : indo- 
lence — a pretty enough picture of home. 

" Oh, do not ask u^for news ;" and Edith laughed, 
musically. "We have turned regular hermits, mamma 
and I. Why, we have not. been to the city in three 
weeks, I think." 

" And were you not lonesome?" 

" We missed you. But for the rest, the world and 
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all that — when you have been kept year after year 
upon the treadmill, yon learn to love the quiet sanctity 
of home." 

She spoke truly. The only woman in the world to 
be envied, would be the presiding genius of this sweet 
home — Ralph Tremaine's happy wife I 

" And the servants ? " 

"Mrs. Maybin is certainly perfection! We have 
been delightfully comfortable, Ralph." 

"I am so glad." Then he gave a long gaze into the 
fire. 

Mrs. Lester began to question him concerning his 
own trip, and if it had been successful. 

" Unusually so," he said, " and very pleasant." 

Then the dinner bell rang. 

Mrs. Maybin received her master with stately cour- 
tesy. There seemed no break anywhere, no sense of 
loss. It startled him that the void should have been 
filled up so soon. 

A chatty, enjoyable meal, with much lingering over 
the desert ; Mrs. Lester's spirits rising, as she saw her 
nephew so well content. Now and then, she strayed 
into old times, or a careless woTd brought a vision be- 
fore Edith, that warmed the blood in her smooth cheek. 

"Did you keep the old papers?" he asked, when 
they returned to the library. 

Yes. Edith had saved them all. She brought them 
from a deep drawer in the book case. 3it izedbyC 
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" Newspapers always seem a connecting link between 
you and the world," he said, as he began to glance 
them over. Trials, criminal proceedings, and arrests 
— he could not tell why he should haunt these columns, 
keeping up, the while, a desultory conversation with his 
cousin. A few failures of acquaintances, some changes 
in the political sky ; but, on the whole, the world had 
wagged as usual. Not a word of her, neither by land 
nor sea. 

Mrs. Lester nodded in her chair — indeed, slept so 
soundly presently, that she gave a little purring snore, 
that startled her daughter's fine ear. 

<x No, do not disturb her ! " Ralph reached out his 
hand, and barred Edith in her attempt to rise, and both 
smiled. " See how comfortable she looks ! Edith, did 
you ever think that a mother was necessary to make a 
home complete? I have, often ;" and his eyvs dropped 
fireward. . 

" Dear mamma ! She is so contented." 

" I have half a mind to bargain for her — that if j-ou 
go away, you shall leave her here ! " 

" Ralph, I think we have been trespassers on }*our 
hospitality, a long while." 

•' I asked you to come. I am glad to have you 
here. Somehow I could not bear to close the house — 
and to live in it alone — " 

41 Have you never heard — " 

Edith asked the question under her rbreath, and 
paused, startled at her own temerity. 
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" I ought to have told you before I went away, but 
my heart was so sad and sore — that she — decided to 
live with Jasper Cameron. I never liked the man, and 
could hardly resolve, whether he came to me so frankly 
out of revenge, or from some latent feeling of honor. 
But he was always her messenger." 

" You saw her, though? " 

" Only once. At times, I think it might have been 
very different, if she had come to me earlier, or I had 
gone to her. Perhaps I was too proud. I wanted her 
to love me so much better than him, that she would fly 
to me, at once — trust to my love and mercy. And 
then, the remembrance of being deceived, did rankle 
in my heart. I may have been cold, or too exacting. 
God forgive me, for nry heart was torn with anguish. 
He knows best." 

"Ralph," Edith said, with unconscious admiration, 
" if all men were as generous as you ! " 
" 1 do not deserve the praise. I think I would have 
taken her back, any time — because I needed her, be- 
cause I loved her so much." 

" She did care for him, it seems." 

There was a feeling of triumph and satisfaction in 
Edith's heart. 

" Yes ; " in a sad, dreamy fashion. " And so she is 
as one buried out of sight. But I like pleasant home 
associations ; and when you tire of the sameness and 
grave air, the old house must always carry, will you 
leave your mother here to comfort me?^ tize( 
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" I shall never tire of it. Oh, Ralph, when I think 
of that long, dreary servitude, do yon wonder that I 
shrink from the idea of another master*— for tender 
and generous men are rare? " 

Her deep eyes were swimming in tears. How very, 
very lovely she looked ! Once she might have been his ! 
„ He did not follow out the train of thought, but sim- 
ply said, in his grave fashion — 

44 Then I shall keep you both." 

And Edith, feeling that delicacy forbade any warmer 
demonstration, was quite content. 

For the next few days, Mr. Tremaine found himself 
much engrossed by the cares of business. No tidings 
of Dora or Cameron reached him — and yet it seemed 
as if he were in momentary expectation of something. 
Would he never get over the impression? When he 
was a little more at leisure, he would go to Catherine 
Dawson, for the particulars of the sad story, or, rather, 
when he could bear to hear of Dora's love for another. 

At this juncture, urgent business summoned him to 
St. Louis. A branch house in that city was reported 
to be in a very critical condition, owing to some fraud- 
ulent dealings. 

44 It is too bad ! " Mrs. Lester moaned, " and just 
as we were all feeling so comfortable and happy ! " 

44 You will soon have me back !" he exclaimed, with 
a grateful smile for her regard. 

The case was quite a complicated one, involving some 
loss, at the best — but Mr. Tremaine went at it with his 



THE TIDE OF FATE. 361 

cool, well-trained business faculties, and soon made 
himself master of the situation. Speculation and liv- 
ing beyond his means, had made a scoundrel of one, 
who, a few years before, had been a most promising 
man. Tremaine felt sick at each new development. 

Having lingered over the details longer than usual, 
one evening, instead of going directly to his hotel, he 
turned into a quiet street for a walk. It was not 
strange that his thoughts should revert to his own home, 
and the faces that watched by his fireside ; Edith in her 
proud, but tender beauty, her soft tones and refined 
ways — well, she was young, and would doubtless marry 
again, it would be a shame to keep such loveliness 
moped up at quiet Woodlea. 

Something startled him — a kind of scuffling and half- 
suppressed oaths. In the shadow of this doorway were 
two figures — and just as he reached them, he saw an 
upraised, gleaming steel, and heard a wild cry, followed 
by a horrible imprecation. The wounded man fell 
heavily, while his assailant sped by like a flash ; and 
ere Tremaine had summoned sufficient presence of mind 
to give an alarm, was out of sight. 

He raised the wounded man, and glanced at him, by 
the glimmer of the nearest lamp. A ghastly face, dis- 
torted with rage and pain, and yet strangely familiar. 
Where had he seen it? 

A crowd poured out of the room above — a second 
or third rate gambling den. An instant confusion of 
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tongues, a dozen officious hands, and fifty eager ques- 
tions. Tremaine stood still, aghast. For, surely, that 
face, growing into a dead, frightful composure, was 
Jasper Cameron's ! 

He followed the men up-stairs, while an officer, just 
arrived, commanded silence, and began to make in- 
quiries. Tremaine told his story, and some one was 
despatched for the murderer — for the man had breathed 
his last. 

Of Cameron, they all appeared to know very little in- 
deed. He had frequented the place for the last fort- 
night, plaj-ing quite heavily, and invariably winning. 
The evening before, there bad been a violent altercation 
between him and his opponent, a well-known gambler, 
who had openly accused Cameron of cheating. Yet 
they had met again, and played together with the same 
result. The man had uttered no threats, but left a mo- 
ment after his adversary, and this had been the result. 

Tremaine stayed until after midnight. The dead 
body had been searched, and more than one evidence 
of his nefarious practices found, beside a considerable 
sum of money, and a packet of papers very securely 
sealed. 

" Gentleman," he said, " I have met this man in 
New York. Any private papers that he may have about 
him, should be delivered to his wife, I think. If you 
please, I will be responsible for their safe keeping and 
return. 

Digitized by VjOOQ LC 



THE TIDE OF FATE. 363 

No one could guess, what it cost Tremaine to say 
that. Dora's husband ! The man with whom she had 
chosen to link her fate. 

Further than his few pergonal interviews with the 
deceased, Tremaine could give them no information. 
The inquest was appointed for the ensuing day, and the 
party dispersed. 

Ralph Tremaine's first business, the next morning, 
was to discover Cameron's place of abode, and if possi- 
ble, Dora. He shrank from seeing her, but it seemed 
doubly cruel to desert her in this hour of need. He 
found Cameron's name entered at a first-class hotel, 
but no wife. Had she been already condemned to ob- 
scurity? 

The coroner's jury brought in a verdict of murder. 
Selden, the assailant, was still at large. It was known 
that he was in the habit of carryiDg a sword-cane, and 
the two wounds had evidently been given with such a 
weapon. The body of the dead man was turned over 
to his friends, if, indeed, there were any, and efforts to 
capture the murderer redoubled. 

Tremaine gave orders for a quiet burial. He would 
see that his enemy lacked nothing — for Dora's sake. 
The papers being found to relate merely to personal 
matters, were delivered into his custody. 

He perused them, hoping to find some trace of Dora ; 
and a very curious one it was, that he could not under- 
stand at all ; a long, closely written letter, containing thr 
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history of a child, and its mother's address, a foreign 
one, with an assumed name. There was also the copy 
of a marriage certificate between Eleanor Duprez and 
Giles Walsingham, a birth record of Dora Walsingham, 
child of the above parties, the address of Mildred 
Cameron in New York, and copy of a deposition sworn 
to by her, concerning the child. 

It seemed to him, that he had heard or read of a for- 
tune, claimed some time before by certain heirs named 
Walsingham. This letter was addressed to Gilbert 
Verner, and the child was not his sister's. Dora, fated 
always to be enveloped in some mystery. Did she 
know of this? 

He was not a man to puzzle or conjecture, he had no 
taste for plunging into secrets, or arranging difficult 
details from a slight clue. He could make nothing 
much out of the papers, neither could he remember the 
story he had heard, so he hurried his business into shape, 
and left for New York at the earliest possible moment. 

He had no desire to look in upon Edith and her 
mother, first of all. The hours seemed interminable- 
long, until he could set to work, and reach some fact, 
that would aid him to unravel the whole. And most of 
all, a desperate fear for Dora's safety and comfort nearly 
drove him wild. What if she were ill, neglected and 
suffering? Oh, why had he resigned her to the care of 
this plausible, treacherous villain ? Why had he not 
insisted upon hearing the truth from her own lips? 
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Now, he could see his mistakes, his blindness and fail- 
ures. What if she had deceived him about her mar- 
riage? — he felt now, as he had that first night, that 
she could explain it all in a dozen words, were he to see 
her. 

He went stumbling about, through the ill lighted 
streets, not heeding the cold and cloudy November 
evening, with a mist that penetrated like a storm. Mrs. 
Mildred Cameron. At last he found her, and was 
ushered into the chilly parlor. 

"Have you any connection, by the name of Jasper 
Cameron?" he asked, abruptly, before he was seated. 
And then he glanced at her worn and anxious face — 
what if she were his mother ! 

The woman coughed and hesitated. "Jasper Cam- 
eron," she said, slowly. "What might you want of 
him." 

" Nothing of him. And if any one cared for him, 
if he were dear to any person — I bring the last tidings 
he or she will ever hear — for Jasper Cameron is dead." 

She staggered back to the wall, with a cry. " No, 
you do not mean it!" she moaned. "My Jasper! 
My brave, handsome boy ! No mother could have 
loved him better than I, but he was mine, mine ! " 

It was pitiful to see the poor creature wring her 
hands, and ramble from one unintelligible sentence to 
another. Tremaine tried to soothe her, and lead her to 
reason, and more than once almost despaired. 
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"Do you know anything about his — wife?" he 
asked, at length, halting a little at the word. 

u Do I? The base, heartless creature ! For, when 
he would have brought her into a fortune, she turned 
her back upon him, and went off with her grand rela- 
tives. But he had his revenge ! Madame will never 
know that he poisoned her husband's mind, and made 
him believe that she had gone to live with him. Yes, 
he had his revenge ! " 

Ralph Tremaine was utterly astounded, for a moment. 
And then a strange, bewildering rush of joy, that half 
strangled him! Yet, where was Dora to be found? 
His own, true-hearted Dora ! 

The old woman maundered on, her brain and story 
alike confused with passionate bursts of grief. And 
Tremaine, from the tangled mass, gathered a few facts. 
That Dora was not Mrs. Denver's child, not Gilbert 
Verner's niece, that her marriage had been a subject of 
speculation with Jasper Cameron, and his unprincipled 
aunt, that she had kept certain papers very securely, 
but they had not brought her boy to good fortune. 
She denounced Dora in unmeasured terms, and yet, it 
was highest praise to her husband's ears ; and Mr. 
Colby came in for a share of vindictive anger. 

' 4 Colby." He knew something of the man, Why, he 
had in some way been connected with this Walsinghani 
fortune ! Perhaps it would be better to apply to him? 

He said nothing about the papers, but delivered to 
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her the money that had been found on her nephew's 
body. Then he proposed to depart, for it was grow- 
ing late. 

"You will come again, and tell me about him, my 
poor, dear Jasper ! " she said, brokenly. ' ' And perhaps 
I will remember more of the story — how they all 
wronged him, and she most of all. For he was her 
lawful, wedded husband, and not the other. My mind 
does not seem clear to-night, and I am a lonely old 
. woman ! " 

He did pity her sincerely. Suffering alwaj-s touched 
his heart, and this feeble, trembling creature seemed so 
broken by the shock. Ah, Jasper Cameron! if you 
had spent your life, in ministering to her, and she had 
sinned less, for you both, accounts would have been 
fairer, at the judgment day. 

Tremaine took lodgings at a hotel, for the remainder 
of the night ; but though he was weary, he could not 
sleep. Would another day see the matter explained? 
But why Dora had not made one appeal to him, all 
this time, was a profound mystery. 

If you could have seen his vigil, fair Edith, on your 
downy pillow, your dreams would have been less sweet. 
For, already, in j-our f&noy, you reign mistress over this 
pleasant home. 

But he has well-nigh forgotten that there is any- 
thing to forgive, before he takes the wife he loves 
back to his heart. 

Digitized by VjOOQLC 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

FACE TO FACE, AT LAST. 

Rfnlll. TREMAINE had not been able to decide, 
Hran the preceding evening, on which side Mr. 
Colby had arrayed himself. He had a very 
strong distaste for discussing his private and finer feel- 
ings, with people, who could have little interest in them, 
beyond curiosity ; and he did desire that Dora should 
make her own explanations ; otherwise, he could have 
gone at once to Catherine Dawson. Neither did he 
wish to see the lawyer. After some consideration, he 
despatched a note to Mr. Colby, requesting Mrs. Dora 
Tremaine's address. 

"Ross," he said, to his cashier, as he sauntered 
around in the interim of waiting, "do you remember 
the particulars of the Walsingham fortune ? Colby was 
connected with it in some way." 

"Why — yes. It was settled, about the time }-ou 
went to Europe, I think. Everybody believed Colby 
to be pretty well off, but it seems thi& fortnne was not 
his own, at all, only if the heirs did not make their ap- 
pearance, by a certain time, it was to revert to him. 
Unfortunately for Colby, they came to light, at the very 
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last moment, and he was compelled to retire from his 
elegant brown*stone mansion. He always was rather 
pompous and consequential, though." 

But these other people ?" said Tremaine, impatiently. 
" How many were there ?" 

16 The fortune had to be divided between a son and 
a daughter. It seems this Mr. Walsingham ran off to 
Europe, with a pretty girl, a foreigner and poor, so his 
father disowned him, but relented, on his death-bed, 
and made this curious will. It was odd that they 
should return to America just in time, and so little to 
spare ! It must have been a great blow to Colby. 
The son is a fine looking young fellow, and the mother 
was pointed out to me, in the street, one daj T — a girl- 
ish little thing, with a very foreign air. Eastman had 
the case." 

A very respectable story indeed. He did not care to 
ask about the daughter, and felt thankful that she was 
not included in the general gossip. 

Just then his message came. He gave one or two 
important orders, and left Ross, busy with a great pile 
of St. Louis papers. 

Ralph Tremaine had no very clear idea of what he 
should do. Somehow he did not want to think at all. 
He had thought and planned so much in the beginning, 
. but nothing had ever come of it. So he hailed the first 
car, and after seating himself, took out his paper and 
began reading. 
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Mrs. Walsingham's residence was quite up town, but 
in a very convenient locality. Quiet and unpretending, 
the steps and walk freshly cleaned from last night's 
drizzle. 

"Was Mrs. Walsingham at home, and could he see 
her — on some business?" 

The tidy servant ushered him into the library, which 
was used as a general sitting-room, it being sunny, and 
Mrs. Walsingham having an old-world love for sunshine. 

" Would the gentleman give his name?" 

He hesitated— then said— " I am a stranger." 

A light step in the hall, and the entrance of a fair, 
pretty-looking woman, as every one said, in a soft blue 
cashmere morning-dress, with the daintest of slippered 
feet, and stray curls wandering out of her net, like a 
gleam of gold around her piquant face. Somehow he 
could hardly believe her any kin to Dora, and yet, Dora 
had just that turn of the head, that bright, arch, fear- 
less expression. 

He rose awkwardly, and flushed in his embarrass- 
ment. But then, he was such a plain, straightforward 
fellow, and never beat about for fanciful phrases, when 
the truth was at hand. 

"lam Ralph Tremaine," he said — "your daughter 
Dora's husband ! " 

She gave a little cry of surprise, and then glanced 
him over. The large, gray eyes looked so tender and 
pitiful, the soft lines about the mouth were hardly hidden 
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by the narrow droop of moustache, the broad brow was 
frank and honorable ; just the kind of man one would 
take for a friend, and trust implicitly. With the words 
— " Tour daughter Dora's husband," still sounding in 
her brain, she gave him her band. 

4 4 There has been a misunderstanding," he said, rather 
confusedly, "but, I believe, a few words can explain it. 
And — Jasper Cameron is dead ! " 

"Thank God! Dora is free, and will be — happy." 
4 4 Tes, I hope — it is not too late ! Can I see Dora?" 
His voice was unsteady with emotion. Dora's mother 
had no arbitrary desire to hear the explanations first, 
and was off like a flash. When she returned, the low 
tone had in it the sound of hardly suppressed tears. 
4 ' Will you come up to her room ? " 
She led the way, and he followed gravely, his heart 
beating at every step, as if it would strangle him. Mrs. 
Walsingham opened the door, and he entered alone. 

Dora had been lying on the sofa, with a breakfast 
shawl thrown lightly over her. She bad made it, last 
winter, and he remembered well the contrast of the 
scarlet with the soft chinchilli. As she rose, it slipped 
to the floor, and she stood there, strangely abashed, 
trembling, flushing, her eyes overflowing with tears. 

His glance took her in, instantly, from the shimmer- 
ing hair, down to the foot that hesitated in its next 
step. And then she was folded in his arms, clasped to 
his heart. 
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"Oh, Dora ! " and there was a world of tenderesfc 
pathos, as well as softened upbraiding in his voice ; 
"oh, Dora, why have you waited? Why did you not 
fly to me before? What other refuge could there be, 
for you, like your husband's home and heart ? " 

She strove to unclasp his arms, and put him away. 
For, now she felt suddenly hard and cold towards him. 
When was this refuge open to her ? 

" Ralph," she said bitterly, " I have had no husband, 
since that June morning so long ago ! I have been an 
outcast, and suffered — God knows how deeply. Per- 
haps it was just — but that did not soften the pang." 

He glanced at her in dim amaze, and yet, it gave him 
an exquisite thrill. Since that day, he had been en- 
throned in her heart, and her truth and loyalty had 
never swerved. Oh, he had been wild, to think that 
any other man might win her love ! 

" If you had come ! If you had even sent a message 
during those first agonizing days ! Dora, had you so 
little faith in my love or pity, that you could not trust 
yourself to it?" 

" If I had sent a message ! " 

She uttered the words, in a faint, bewildered manner, 
questioning him in wide-eyed surprise. 

"Is it asking so much?" 

There was a tinge of tender reproach in his tone, 
and he stood a little apart. Surely all the advances 
could not be on his side. 
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" Catherine sent a note. I was too frightened to 
think. You did not come." 

Even now, her cheek burned with a remembrance of 
the old neglect. 

He glanced at her, the grave, clear eyes, still clouded 
a little with the shadow of their past pain. 

"I do not understand," he began. "I returned 
home early that day — you had made me promise you 
know. You were not there, and Mrs. Maybin told me 
of the summons. Dora, you had refhsed to go with 
me ; " and his voice fell, a little, as if he were still 
pained by these discrepancies. "I went down to the 
station and waited. During the evening I learned that 
Barton saw you drive away from the New York Depot 
— with a stranger — " 

Oh, Heavens ! Dora Tremaine turned deathly white 
with apprehension. What strange story might not have 
been evolved out of the affair? She tried to rally her 
forces, but her very tongue seemed numb and speech- 
less. 

" Dora, do not torture me any longer with this terri- 
ble suspense. Tell me, at once — did you expect him ? 
Did you go to meet him, thinking — " 

" As God hears me, Ralph, I had believed him dead 
for years. A note came, that morning, from Mr. Colby, 
requesting an immediate interview, upon some impor- 
tant business. I could not understand it, at all, and 
started to bring it to you. Just as I stepped out of 
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the cam I was confronted by Jasper Cameron. And 
it seemed, at that moment as if all my happy life had 
come to an end, that I was in some sort a criminal." 

She covered her face with her hands and drew a long, 
convulsive breath. 

" If you had gone to Catherine first ; " she cried, in 
passionate despair, as it seemed impossible for her ever 
to unravel the tangled mass. " She watched over me 
during those fearful days, and nights, when it appeared 
as if I must die, only, miserable people never do. And 
she knows every act, every thought, every wish of my 
heart." 

4 * Am I never to know ? " 

A slow, wounded tone it was, that touched her deepfy, 
and made her feel quite like a culprit. 

" I was wild, Ealph, and hardly knew what I did. 
So we drove to the Park for a quiet talk. I dared not 
face you, with that man at my side, and when I learned 
that he was resolute to claim me, that he proposed 
still to love, and was ready to dare anything, I knew 
not which way to turn." 

"If you had come to me ! " 

"I know it all now, Ralph, to the very bitterest 
depths of shame and sorrow. Could I have confessed 
under the light of his cruel eyes, that I had deceived 
you, could I have endured jour surprise and perhaps 
condemnation, with him for a witness? I was wild 
with agony. I felt that I must see you alope, first, and 
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explain the mystery. And after that, it seems like a 
horrible nightmare, until I saw Catherine standing in 
her own door, and fainted dead away in her arms." 

The terror overpowered her again. Weak and dizzy, 
she would have stumbled, had he not caught her in his 
arms and seated her tenderly on the sofa. 

"But this note to me," he said, " still in some con- 
fusion. "Catherine came to the office, one day, and 
failing to see me, left a message. Before that, I had 
heard Jasper Cameron's version. He had knowledge 
of every movement, he represented you as being — 
undecided, at least," and Tremaine's face flushed. 
"He made me understand that your wish was for se- 
clusion. Then, from Catherine^ note I inferred that 
she was quite anxious, but that you — " 

"Oh, Ralph, do not kill me!" she cried, passion- 
ately. " For, though I look so guilty in your eyes, I 
never wavered, one instant. I hated Jasper Cameron 
so bitterly, that I could have found it in my heart to 
murder him. Whatever vile falsehood he has told, I 
cannot now help, but I never so loved you, so longed 
for you, as through those dreary days. If it is all at 
an end, between us Ralph, if you can never forgive, 
still, I must love you, till I go to my grave ! " 

He took the flushed and tearful face in his hands, 
and kissed her, with such fever and tenderness, that she 
knew the past was to be put away, forever. 

"My darling," he said, with a great tremulousness 
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in his voice. " Yon love me. I am hungering for the 
one word that acquits you, makes you blameless in my 
sight for all time. I always did believe that yon could 
explain the mystery, and now, that we are to begin our 
lives over again, I want to know — what I ought to 
have been told long before, what would, indeed, have 
saved us both all this trouble. Why was it kept from 
me?" 

He drew her head to a rest on his shoulder, with the 
old, fond, tender care. How had she lived without it 
these weary months ! 

"O, do not believe that I was base and deceitful, 
Ralph," she cried, piteously. " Uncle Verner promised 
to tell you the story, and gave me to understand that 
he had. I was really grateful to have you make no 
further reference to it, for it was most distasteful to 
me. And I never knew, until he lay dying, that lie 
had spoken of it as an engagement, merely. Jasper 
Cameron being dead, there could no harm come from 
the secret, he urged, while a confession of it now might 
bring me life-long unhappiness. I was a coward, and 
yielded, but it always stood between us. When you 
were fond, I sometimes felt as if I were taking your 
love under false pretences. Yet, you will think it 
strange, that I married Cameron, in the first place. 
Let me tell you all, now." 

There followed an account of her isolated girlhood, 
her girlish fancy, for it had been no more, though it 
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led to such a serious. issue. Next, her foster-mother's 
death, and her going to Mr. Verner's. 

44 And here is a link that I can supply ; " interrupted 
Mr. Tremaine- "A packet of papers has fallen into 
my hands, by accident, that may be of service to your 
mother. It contains Mrs. Denver's last letter and 
some other matters, and looking over them, gave me 
the first glimmering of the truth. The fortune was 
Cameron's aim, from the beginning, and the silence 
and estrangement furthered his plan. He told me his 
story, with great apparent frankness, but did not men- 
tion that you were ill, intimated, indeed* that it was by • 
your desire that he withheld j'our address. I may 
have been too proud, but it hardly seemed my duty to 
intrude upon you." 

"Yet, you would have come, if you" had known the 
truth?" 

Dora asked it, with the old, breathless eagerness, and 
her glowing ej'es sought his face. 
44 Can you doubt it, my darling? " 
She crept closer to him, and the soft, wet cheek was 
pressed against his. Ah, she loved him now. She 
would never torment him again, with those half admis- 
sions, half reservations. 

u And then, that morning, Dora? You must have 
had some presentiment?" 

44 1 had a hundred, it seems to me. Perhaps it was 
because I had come to love you so well. If you had 
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remained, I think I must have told you. And, if I 
could have suspected my message, I should have gone 
tQ the city, with you." 

"Everything conspired to keep me in the dark, it 
seems. I wonder that Colby did not send me word ! " 

They would never know the stronger motive, impell- 
ing Mr. Colby to secrecy, while they had been missing, 
and wrongly interpreting one another. It hardly 
seemed that they could have gone on so for months, 
when a single confession would have brought matters 
straight, so easily. 

"And yet," said Dora, "but for Jasper Cameron, 
I should not have known my mother." 

"We will put that to his credit, among so many 
evil deeds," was the answer. 

Dora roused presently, from the tender kisses that 
were showered upon lip, and cheek, and brow. 

" Ralph," and a crimson flush stained her fair face — 
4 ' do you remember that I once went to Woodlea ? " 

A little tremor ran through the strong frame. That, 
too, was an interview of cross purposes. And then a 
smile hovered over the grave face. 

" You were jealous, Dora," yet he pressed her to his 
heart, as if the remembrance made her all the dearer. 

She raised her eyes, with their old, eager expression. 

"Bitterly so. To see that handsome woman in my 
place — " 

" Not in your place, my darling. God will bear me 
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witness, that no such thought ever entered my mind. 
I invited them to-Woodlea, from motives of the most 
simple hospitality ; and if they had not come, I should 
have shut up the house. And, though I think Edith is 
a sweeter, better, and nobler woman, than when I first 
loved her, my heart was too full of loss and sorrow, to 
take in another. Will you believe me, Dora ? " 

" Yes," she said, softly, kissing him. " And 1 was 
unjust, that night — but I was wild with agony." 

"lama stupid old fellow, Dora. You know I never 
could fathom mysteries, nor even guess riddles. I al- 
wa}-s had to be told the plain truth. And if you will 
say, once more, that you love me, and that nothing 
shall ever come between us — " 

She met the sweet, grave smile with one as fond, 
but the tender Solemnity of his tones, brought the tears 
to her eyes. 

" I shall never be careless or willful, again," she said, 
with slow seriousness. "These months of anguish 
have taught me what you were to me, and though they 
have been very hard, the experience has opened our 
eyes to higher, truer J03S. And you are quite sure, 
that you forgive all?" 

" All, my darling." 

And then they were content to sit in silence, until 
they were disturbed by the ringing of a bell. 

" That is for lunch," Dora announced. "Will you 
go down and have some, with mamma, or shall it be 
brought up here?" m 
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He smiled, wistfully. 

" Since you do not come to lunch, very often, you 
must be indulged, I suppose/ 9 

That was so like the old, bright Dora. And yet in 
some incomprehensible way, she was changed ; not less 
sweet or winsome, but with a shy, appealing grace, a 
kind of dependence and submission, that he had never 
observed in her before. 

The servant brought up a tray, and Dora arranged 
it to her liking, on a little table. . Some toast and choco- 
late, and a few tempting French dishes. 

"Mamma has quite spoiled me," she said. "lam 
afraid you will find me fanciful and troublesome, when 
you take me back. But, Ralph, it is so delightful to 
have a mother ! " 

"Yes. I am glad you found some comfort, out of 
all the care and suffering, and one dear friend." 

" Catherine was very good to me. I think, some- 
times, I must have died, but for her tenderness. And, 
Ralph, I am quite a rich woman, only I have disposed 
of part of my fortune." 

4 c And now, you jnay dispose of it all." 

She laughed. In his eyes, she would be the same, 
without a penny. 

Afterward they took Mrs. Walsingham into their 
council. The missing packet was placed in her hands, 
ftnd she read aloud, Mrs. Denver's dying confession. 
When Tremaine added to that Mrs. Cameron's incoher- 
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ent admissions, the matter was shorn of its mysteries, 
and reduced to plain facts. 

"It will be best to have another marriage," Tre- 
maine announced, in his straight-forward manner. 
46 Not that any one is likely to trouble us again, but 
it will set all vexed questions at rest." 

"If Jasper Cameron were not dead — " said Dora, 
with trembling lips. 

" My darling, he surely is, and can never disturb us 
again. As for what might have occurred under other 
circumstances — tfcere simply are no other circumstan- 
ces," and a rare smile finished the sentence, leaving her 
content for all time. . 

Then he tore himself away, regretfully, promising to 
bring a clergyman that evening, and also to see Mrs. 
Dawson. 

Mrs. Walsingham clasped h£r darling in her arms, 
and kissed the quivering lips. 

" It is just the ending I have fancied ; " she said, with 
subtle tenderness in her tone. " I am thankful to see the 
shadow lifted, and I know the dawn promises happiness." 

"I can never make amends for all the pain I have 
caused him," said Dora, with a little sob. "I have 
been a miserable coward, and deserve every pang that 
I have suffered. He is brave and true and manly, and 
must always be, in any emergency. Mamma, will you 
be jealous because I love him so well ? But he has been 
so good to me." 
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"Dora," and there were tears in her eyes, "for a 
brief while, I had a husband whom I loved. He was no 
hero, like your Mr. Tremaine, but women's hearts are 
made of much the same material, the world over." 

From Catherine Dawson, Mr. Tremaine learned 
much more than Dora had told him, a story that sank 
deeply into his soul. Catherine softened much toward 
him, when she understood that he had suffered quite as 
keenly. 

"I had more than one misgiving, that Cameron was 
playing false to the dear bairn ; " s^e exclaimed. 4 ' But 
she could never have loved him, if it had been a choice 
between that and begging her bread. If ever a man 
met with the justice of God, it is you, villain, and, 
though -it is hard to be sent to one's Maker, without a 
prayer for mercy, yet, if he had lived fifty years, he 
would have been no better prepared. There was not a 
drop of blood in him, but what was bad. One wonders 
why such creatures are sent into the world, and allowed 
to work so much evil. And, Mr. Tremaine, if you are 
sometimes tempted to doubt — " 

"I never shall be, my good friend. The man's 
whole career was a tissue of lies. To-da} 7 Dora stands 
blameless in my mind, for all, save in not trusting me 
sooner." 

" It was a hard thing in the face of all that happened, 
Mr. Tremaine. I lost faith, myself," and Catherine 
gave a faint smile. 
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"I do not' wonder at it. lean never sufficiently 
thank you for all your kind care of her. She could 
hardly have found a better place of refiige, and I am 
certain, no kinder, or more loyal heart." 

And then the two shook hands, in a friendly fashion. 

"He is a gentleman, after all," Catherine said to her- 
self, as he went away. 

That evening, in her mother's quiet parlor, Dora Wal- 
singhara repeated her vows again. " Till death do us 
part," had a new significance for both. Stacy and Mr. 
Tremaine clasped hands, upon a bond of brotherhood, 
scarcely less strong^ 

" But we are to lose her, after all," Mrs. Walsingham 
said to her son. " And we have just learned to love 
her so dearly ! Mr. Tremaine insists upon taking her 
«o Woodlea," 
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AT HOME. 




|T must be confessed, that Mr. Tremaine went 
to business, the next morning, with quite the 
awkward feeling of a newly wedded bride- 
groom. He colored, a little, when Ross looked at him 
so sharply, and the complicated list of figures and en- 
tries that had been so clear to him in St. Louis were a 
strange muddle. He could hardly tell whether it were 
days or weeks, since the murder of Jasper Cameron. 
. And there was the explanation to be made, at Wood- 
lea. Dora had so* far overcome her feeling of aversion 
to Mrs. Merrivour, as to beg Ralph to ask her to re- 
main. Indeed, I think she felt quite charitably disposed, 
toward the whole wqrld. 

After the most important matters had received his 
supervision, he took the train for home, although it 
seemed less like it, because he felt that Dora's kisses 
awaited him elsewhere. By an odd coincidence, Barton 
was on this ..train, though rather out of his usual time. 
The two men nodded, and then Tremaine held out his 
hand, cordially. 

u Your trip did you a world of good," Barton said, 
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glancing at the fresh, cheerful face. Why, he hardly 
looked like the Tremaine of last summer ! 

" Yes, though it is not all due to that," with the 
grave, satisfied smile. The old trouble and perplexity has 
been cleared up. It is a long story, Barton, but Mrs. 
Tremaine was one of the heirs of the Walsingham for- 
tune,- — you may have heard — where the heirs came to 
light at the eleventh hour. It "was for the- interest of a 
third party, that she should remain in ignorance of her 
claim. She was taken ill, the very day she went to New 
York, last summer, and, for awhile, her enemies had it 
all their own way; but her mother managed to find 
her. She has been staying with Mrs. Walsingham and 
her brother, during my absence, but I shall bring her 
home, in a day or two." 

" Upon my word, I am glad, Tremaine ! I have often 
wondered how it all ended." 

"Like a romance;" and Tremaine's happy face at- 
tested the truth. 

That was all the explanation necessary. Tremaine 
felt deeply thankful that the blow, that stunned* him in 
the beginning, kept him from making any awkward 
stir. The fact of Dora's fortune, and her newly found 
relatives, would be quite sufficient to satisfy curiosity. 
The whole matter was very creditable. The only try- 
ing point would be, explaining it to Edith, and he 
wished that well over. 

He sauntered carelessly up the broad steps. Throug 

25 !edby C 



386 DRIFTED ASUNDER, OR 

the low window, he saw the figure of Mrs. Lester, in 
its accustomed place. In another day, or two, Dora 
would be here, to give him a bright, cordial welcome. 

lie was glad to find aunt Lester alone. Edith had 
gone out to walk. 

"Yon are home very early, Ralph, are you not? 
And how— peculiar you look ! I should say, you had 
heard some good news." 

" As I have," and he drew his chair beside her,' tak- 
ing the puffy hand in his. " I have a strange romance 
for you, aunt ; " and he began with the necessary par- 
ticulars of Dora's life, from an impersonal standpoint, 
but not so skillfully, as to lead her slow perception 
astray, when he came to the last of the story. 

"It is your own wife, Ralph!" she exclaimed, in a 
maze of bewilderment, " is it not, dear? And have you 
really found her? I cannot seem to make it. clear. 
How much the poor dear must have suffered ! To 
think of that Mr. Cameron, being such a wretch ! so 
smooth spoken and all, and making us believe that he 
loved Dora, so much ! He was very gentlemanly to us 
abroad, though Edith did not exactly like him. And 
what are you going to do, Ralph?" 

" I have made Dora my legal wife, and shall bring 
her home, in a few days. " 

"How strange! I wonder what Edith* will say? 
Poor Edith!" 

And then, their eyes met. Mrs. Lester's still wet 
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with the tears "she had shed over Dora's sorrows, but 
more pathetic, with the grief and disappointment of 
her own child. 

"Poor Edith! You will think none the worse of 
her, Ralph ; but I know she must have loved you, in 
that old time, when her father made her marry Mr. 
Merrivour. She never was happy, and though I stfp- 
you love Dora best, now, still, I cannot help thinking, 
if it had been different tlven, it would be so pleasant for 
us all ;" and she broke down, sobbing. 

"Edith is still young, and may marry happily." 
A shadow crossed the wide porch. 
"Hush," she whispered, tremblingly, "do not tell 
her, do not ever tell any one ! I could not help it ! " 
and she was sobbing piteously. 

Edith glanced from one to the other, in surprise, as 
she opened the door. Mr. Tremaine came forward, 
and, in a few words, explained the situation. She 
paused, standing in the middle of the room, like some 
beautiful statue, the blossoming roses of her walk, 
dying slowly out of her cheeks. 

"Ralph," she exclaimed, almost haughtily, "you do 
not mean, that you believe these improbable events? 
that }ou restore to confidence, the woman who so base- 
ly deceived you, who showed, by her silence and inde- 
cision, that she did care for another?" 
A less noble man might have been angered. 
"Edith," he returned, with a grand patience in his 
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voice, " when you come to know Dora, and the tangled 
threads of her life, crossed so often by other hands, 
3*ou will do her justice, I know. I have told your 
mother the whole story." 

Then he went out, to give a few orders to Mrs. May- 
bin. When he returned, Edith was regally calm. They 
touched a little, upon their own movements. 

"Dora wishes you to remain," Ralph explained. 
"You are my only relatives, and she is grateful for 
your kindness to me, in this dreary time. Stay a week, 
at least. I want you to become acquainted with her." 

And, after some discussion, this plan was finally 
agreed upon. Mr. Tremaine was anxious to be settled 
again, in his own house, and had said to Dora — " My 
dear, you may come down and spend every day with 
3 T our mother, or we will take her to live with us, but I 
want you at home, immediately ; " and Dora yielded, 
despite her mother's entreaties. 

It was a kind of triumphal procession, after all, Mrs. 
Walsingham and Stacy accompanying them. And 
there was Dora's own room, warm and cheerful, though 
looking a little prim, she declared ; and she was so glad 
to get back to it that she fell into Ralph's arms, and 
cried like a baby. 

" I have something to show you before we go down," 
he said, as he was hunting about the drawers and 
closets. And, opening a tiny box, he held before her a 
withered rose. 
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"Tour last gift!" 

" Oh, Ralph I I wonder if I deserved to be remem- 
bered so tenderly ? " 

"My darling!" 

She knew then, that his heart had never wavered, 
and, in the midst of her joy, she paused to thank God 
for this tender, loyal love. 

Mrs. Maybin had certainly done her best for the 
dinner. It was a sumptuous feast. The introductions 
took place, then. 

Edith Merrivour came down , a very queen . Somehow, 
she had put the passion and the regret of her life, in 
her face and attire, on this day. She meant to be 
royally beautiful, and she was. She meant to shine 
down this happier woman, to make her poor and insig- 
nificant in her husband's eyes, and to lead her to 
question her own supremacy. Mrs. Walsingham was 
stunned, a little, by the dazzling vision. Why, women 
like this, had swayed kings in the old world, and made 
their power felt through an empire! How had this 
grave, kindly man, with his generous, susceptible 
nature, escaped the snare of her siren comfort, in his 
hours of torturing despondency ? 

Edith smiled on the right and the left, she drew 
them all to her like a charmed center. She was bril- 
liant, fascinating — and made the most of her relation- 
ship. Did any heart tremble in fear? 

Dora Tremaine did something better than foolishly 
fighting her rival, on this high ground. )igitizedby Goc 
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She accepted the eclipse, with so winsome a grace, 
that Edith scarcely discerned a victory. For hers was 
not rare loveliness, nor royal presence — but she was a 
happy wife, sheltered in her husband's heart. Since he 
loved her, let the rest go by like shadows ! 

And Edith, alone in her room after the lights were, 
out, took off her mask and resigned herself to reverie. 
The haughty lips curled, that she, Edith Merrivour, 
should add another to the list of weak women, con- 
quered by love. Years ago, she had smiled at it, and 
knelt to worship a golden god, learned to know the 
flavor of bitter kisses and bitterer words. And when 
she might have brought her soul up to the worship of a 
loftier shrine, this common-place girl must sit enthroned 
thereon ! Farewell to foolish dreams, to hopes of re- 
demption ! She and the world must clasp hands again, 
for had she not been thrust out from the peaceful fire- 
side, where women grew into the likeness of angels? 

There were some changes at Woodlea. Mrs. Merri- 
vour took a handsome mansion in the city, and Mrs. 
Maybin was persuaded to accept the post of house- 
keeper — since Mr. Tremaine did not raise a dissent- 
ing voice. But Mrs. Lester kissed the young wife, 
many times, kissed her and cried over her, in a perfect 
luxury of unrestrained emotion. 

"My dear," she said, "you have the best husband 
in the whole world, and, I am sure, I hope you will be 
happy. I never supposed I should like you half as 
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well, and, sometimes, I can hardly help envying your 
mother." 

Dora's warm heart was touched by this tribute, and 
she made Mrs. Lester promise to visit her, at every 
opportunity. 

"For, I always loved Ralph, like a son ! " were her 
parting words. 

" And, now that Mrs. Maybin is well out of the house, 
I am going to have my own way," said Dora, as if she 
had always been a deeply tyrannized-over individual. 
"I am going to beg Catherine Dawson to come, and 
Ralph, you must keep Mark, as gardener, and all that. 
He is getting old, and somehow, the world has not pros- 
pered remarkably, with him." 

I am not sure but Ralph Tremaine would have gone 
after the Qneen of Sheba, if Dora had insisted, with 
a sort of blind faith, that he might persuade her to come 
out of her grave. 

But Catherine was much more Available, and though 
Mark demurred, a little, at first, the kind offer seemed 
too good to refuse. 

By the time they were all settled, a peculiar awe fell 
over the house, the beginning of the strange mystery, 
whose farthest bound is death. A faint little voice, 
going up even to God's presence with its tiny cry, and 
filling the room and those who first heard it, with a 
passion of tender pity for the new, helpless life. In 
the dawn of Christmas morning, Dora Tremaine pressed 
her child to her heart 
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" I thought, once, to have him all to myself," she said 
later in the day, as her husband bent over her, with 
speechless love and thankfulness. "But he shall be a 
Christmas gift to both ! " 

Ralph Tremaine remembered the evening, out in the 
evergreen walk, when he had been wild with pain and 
grief, and unconsciously breathed the one haunting 
possibility of his life, so strangely realized now, like 
some sudden blessing, after long pra}*er. And then, his 
eyes filled slowly with tears. How she must have 
suffered through all that time I 

"Hush, dear," she said, when he would have spoken, 
"God knew best. Maybe, I should never have loved 
you, so well, never have prayed so truty for this little 
one's life, but for that dreary time. And it is all past, 
now. Yet, if he had been fatherless, he would never 
have lacked love or tender care." 

" I think I should have been summoned by a presen- 
timent," Ralph Tremaine said, with his fervent kiss. 

And, as the years go on, no cloud comes to mar their 
peace. Dora is bright, tender and winsome, with a 
more noble beauty than Edith's, her husband thinks ; 
and, as the frost of time begins to gather at his temples, 
and thread his soft brown beard, he grows young again, 
in the merry group, that run over the lawn and shout a 
noisy welcome to " papa," devouring him With kisses, 
and half strangling him with eager, dimpled hands. 

Mrs. Lester comes no, now and then, glad to escape 
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from the thraldom of her daughter's fashionable man- 
sion, to this free, natural life, where the children climb 
over her, and tumble their playthings in her lap, and 
where she can talk unrestrainedly, and cry a little, if 
she chooses. Dora has grown like a daughter to her. 

For Dora's own mother has a divided interest. 
Stacy is one of the prosperous men of the day, and his 
wife and little ones claim her attention. She will always 
look young and pretty, even when her hair is silvery. 
Dora loves her, out of her abundance, and yet she 
gives a secret, tender pity to aunt Lester. And, though 
she learned Edith's secret, long ago, she never teases 
Ralph about it. 

For in his brave, earnest manliness, he thinks he has 
guarded it from all eyes* 



THE END. 
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